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Line, and 
yet was never ſeen without dracving Tears from ſomepurt of tbe Audience: 
for the Incidents of this Drama are laid together ſo happily, that th 
 Spetator makes the Play for himſelf by the Force the Circumſtance has 
upon his Imagination ; it is impoſſible, for one unprejudiced, to ſee it un- 
touched with pit 
Tarun, No. 14. On Mr. Bankes's Earl of Eſex. 


* 


» 


LONDON: 


* + Primed for W. ME apows, at the Angel in Corn- 
hill, and S. BiLLinGsLEy, at the Fudge's- 


Head, in Chancery-lane, 1731, (Pr. 16 68] f 


- um; 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


X | 
Wo 


"MEN. 


Earl of Eſſex, Mr. Giffard. 
Earl of Southampton, Mr. Roſco. 
Lord Burleigh, Mr. Vm. Giffard. © 
Sir Halter ke oh Mr. 


w O M E N 


Queen Elizabeth, Mrs. Haughton. 
Lady Eſſex, Mrs. Giffard. 
Lady Nottingham, Mrs. Morgan. 


N. B. The Paſſages di ifinguiſy d b 
Commas in the Margin, are left out in 


the Repreſentation, * of rhe 1 
of the 72 
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p R O 4 OGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. GIF Fu R D. 


USTLY afraid to dare the Critick's Rage, 
Or wake to Cenſure ſo ſevere an Age, 

Our humble Author quits an Author's Pride, 
And lays his own imperfect Schemes afide ; 
Invokes the Genius of the Bards of Old, 

To change his Tinſel into ſolid Gold: 
Their's vas the Secret, and at their Command 
The Mine ſhall kindle in a barren Land; 
Their magick Touch diſcloſe the ſecret Vein, 

And flamp their Image on the Ore again. 

The Tragick Tale that nam demands our Tears, 
Has charm'd Attention for a Tengh of Years : 
A Maſter-Pencil sketch'd the bold Deſign, 

And mark d the Paſfions ſtrong in ev'ry Line. 
Here Love and Sorrow the mourning, Maid, 
Here Anger threaten'd, and here Fraud betray'd ; 
In every Change he laviſb d all his Art, 
And ev'ry Change commanded ev'ry Heart. 

| === But, Grief to tell, what Painting ſhould expreſs, 
The Life of Beauty, and the Pomp of Dreſs ; 
With wild, with careleſs Hand be ill ſupply'd, 
The Painting languiſi d, and the Beauty dy'd : 
A Maſs of random Colours rudely laid, 
Almoſt deform'd the noble Sketch he made. 

In Fondneſs then for ſuch a fav rite Tale, 
In Hope th Endeavour will in Part prevail, 7 

rs 
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1 * 
0 . 1 
" PROLOGUE _ *© 
* *6 ks a . 
ry * 4 1 2 e " $1, 42 < - 
"3. EO ey ⏑ n x *h : 


This Grace a modern Bard attempts to give, 


nd like the Outline make the. Colours live. 
2 Reſt 13 your s2--Succeſs 2 Taro) Faind 0 ; 
And ſure Succeſs is due to Eſſex Name: 
Inur'd to Frets he charm'd for half an Age, 


The darling eroe-of the Britiſh Sides 1 
Still let his Virtue merit your Applauſe, | 
Still lat your Sorrows flow in Virtues Cauſe : ,— 
With genial Warmth revive the blaſted Bays, 
'Tis juft to cenſure, but tis king to praiſe. » 
F 
- x | 
* 
| E PT. 
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EPLLOGUE 


| Spoken by. Mes, GTFFARD.. 


And I'm no more a whining Tr agick Lover: 
oman's Tears are downrig be Aﬀectation, 

A filly Complaifance to idle Fadi, Arn | 
For to ſpear freely* now-a-days indeed, . 
A Widow's Sorrow 1s a Widew $ Weed; 
Mere grown ſincere, and almoſt ſcorn to feign 
A bing Grief - - - becauſe the Lye were vain. 
Our Pagan Sparks would ſcruple to believe us, 
And our own Wiles of other Dears deceive us: , 
Nature and Art will ſometimes ſtriue together, - A 
ihe Rain and SunſMme, April's wanton Weather, ® 
But when we truly mourn, "tis in tbe Fear 
Of lying Single @ «obole tedious Veer; 
Or if provided with a faoly 
The Pleaſure might not — If the Pain. 
--- The Play-houſe Motto, as your Scholars ſay, 
Would jlily Tac us all the World's a Play: 
ThatLords aul Ladies, Stateſinen, Merchants, & zuires, 
Act but what Pleaſure, or what Gain reguit res; 
That all alike aim only to deceive, 
And what the Knaves impoſe, the Fools believe. 
= A Wife in Tears is Falſhood in Diſguiſe, = 
And Joy difſembles in a Widows —_= ; 1 7 = 


12 my Ie Stars, this ſerious a is over, 
A 


ft 110 o un 


2 tfut Beauty is the It. in Vogue 
4 Lewdneſs Fol * « Egge 
n * — that's a Propos : 
With ſome fuch Errand I uas ſent to yau ; 
But F you hope to hear ſome rie Joał, 

Our 22 Meaning will be quite miſtook, 

He aims to pleaſe, but ne er pt) et ſuppoſe, 
That Fame can flouriſh where Diſbonour grows : 
Mare courtly Taſtes may overlook Decorum, 

And ſhout when Vice is imag d plain before em. 
Our baſhful Bard would Huſb at. fuch Applauſe, 
And to your Virtue only truſts his Cauſe: 
Nour Virtue then muſt combat half the Nation, 


Aud His atone for Juch Contempt of Faſhion. 
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NoTtTiNGHAaM ſola reading a Letter. 


WFSONFUSION: am I then deſpis'd? are all 
gl My Pn Freed, and my. Love re. 
2 W (wr. 
Paares, on his Soul! Oh! t could rave, 
Mc de e d and out- curſe Re- 
I'm now 7 the Sande Sex; my Name tel 
Will be no more ador* 4 my Beauty bro 'd, 
My Virtue honour'd, or my Form defir'd, ---- 
Euter Burleigh | 
O calbelp me to unload my Soul. 
And give a Looſe to Rage; or, mad with Pain, 
I ſhall forego the Light of Heay'n, avoid 
Mankind, and curſe my ſelf, and them for ever. 
Bur. What means my Charmer ? whence proceeds 
, [the Rage 
That fires your Cheek, and OF all your Form? 
* whatſo'er's the Cauſe, if Burleigh's Head, 
Or Heart, ox, Hand, can ſerve you, they're your own. 
Nott. Tha Kink « of Ruin, Blood, and all the Plagues 
That 1 ev'n the 23 of * , 


: „ 1 


De FALL Be De 


7 
all: 
| (f- 1 them all to Aug him tothe Soul, 
10 


And ſpirit my Revenge; and, if he falls 
Thro“ your aſſiſting rites, III turn my TIME 155 
To you, and Love ſhall lead me to your Arms. 
Bur. And will you bleſs me with a Lovers Warmthe 
Shall I at laſt be happy in your Arms? 
Delightful Proſpect who muſt be deſtroy'd - 
To merit ſuch a Grace? No dreag of Guilt „ 
0 Shall fright me from the Deed, no Fhought, no Senſe 
8 Of fooliſh Pity fruſtrate my Reſolves. 
Nott. There Toke my beter Angel; now my Heart 
Lie quiet 1 Breaſt, and ach no more 
With doub ing thy Revenge: *Tis ſure, 151 feard ; 
Fortune's the Slave that waits on your Command: : 
Give me Revenge, and I am yours forever. 
Bur. Oh Heaven! what ſounds of Happineſs are theſe! 
Why this is Life indeed; my Bloom o _ 
Could never boaſt ſo ſtrong a Rapture, ſuch. . 
| A Blaze of Joy! —_ 
| Note. ----But ſwear, this Inftanty ſwear % 7. 
| By Heay*n'salt-ruling Majeſty: that Hope | | 
Or Fear ſhall vainly ep ou to diſcloſe ' 
'Fhe Secrets I reveal; nor Time 12 
Efface the racking Merry  offy. Wrongs, 
Till weighty Vengeance le the guilty Cauſe, 
And hurl him to Bamnation unprepar'd, | 
And thoughttefs of his End. 
— By all the Pa 


* 
62 > 


Bur. . 
| Of Heav'n I ſwear Geben to revenge 
5 The Wrongs you ſuffer, and with trueſt 8 : 
Conceal the Secrets you diſcloſe. ----Yet more, 
There's not a Lord ſo great in England's Realm 
# Who dares to injure you, but dies; he dies 
, Immediate, without Ranſom dies, tho? ev'n 
y Proud ex were the Man. 

| Nott. Periſh his Name, 
*Tis he, tis he's the Torrent of my 
The Curſe of ev'ry plaintive Hour Good! Heaven! 
Have I been only flatrer*d in the Thought 
Of Beauty, and of Charms? Or are. they grown, All 


Ear of Anse 3 
All pale and wither' d, like a faded Flower 
In winery Gales? - Look Cecil, has my Cheek 
Loſt all its Bloom, my Eyes forgot to Shine? 
Sit Age and Time in Triumph on my Bro] 
Deſtroying ev'ry Grace; that this proud Man 
Should dare to ſcorn my Love, and with Diſdain 
Reject my profer d Vows |\——— Int; 
Bur. How long my jealous Soul has trac'd the Marks 
Of this unlucky Flame? How long bewail'd 
My difapþpointed Vows, and in the Rage; 
Of luckleſs Paſſion, murmur'd at my Fate! 
Nott, Enough good Cecil! Spare my farther Shame, 
Nor let the Air be burthen'd with the Sound 
Of my Reproach.--- O may'the buſy World 
Ne'er feaſt its Malice with, th* ungrateful Tale. 
--- But you muſt hear the Series of my Wrongs, 
And, ſince your wiſer Heart is touch'd like mine, 
Pity my Sorrows, and excuſe my Rage. 
Prompted by Love, and threaten'd with Deſpair, 
O let my Bluſhes be for ever hid! © 
With moving Lines I ſu'd this haughty Man, 
Diſcharg'd the Mournings of my love-ſick Soul, 
And told him all my Pain. | 
Bur. — Curs'd, cruel Fate 
Oh, had ſuch Bleſſings been my happier Lot, 
With what a Joy I'd haſted to youf Arms, 
And in a Moment, lov'd my Soul away. 
--- Forgive, my Charmer ! the impatient Zeal, 
That rages in my Breaſt, and interrupts 
With fruitleſs Mournings the unfiniſh'd Tale. 
Nott. O that my Soul had utter'd all her Woes ! 
And that no future Sound could urge its Way 
To my Diſgrace! But hear---Th* ungrateful Wretch, 
Grown Cold and Lifeleſs to the Call of Love, 
Return'd ; I can no more Here read my Shame. 
5 [Offering him the Letter. 
Yet hold---no Mortal ever ſhall ſurvey 
The dire Affront or Glory in my Pain; 
"2 | B 2 No, 
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Of Sovereign Pow'r in vain. 


And Rutland mourn like me her blaſted Joy. I 


4 The FALL of the 


No, let Oblivion blind the Eye of Time, 

And deaf the Ear of Fame Let Scandal thus | 

Be cheated of herTale,--chus Vengeance ſeize 7 Tearing it 

The curs'd Occafion of fuch Ra age as mine. & furiouſly. 
Bur. Forbear your ene, an ſtudy for Revenge. 
Nott. My Rage! no Burleigh, tis the Wing of Rage 

Shall Mount me — Revenge. In vain the Wretch 

Shall cour beneath the Throne, and court the _— 


Bur. | While Majeſty 
Deſcends in humble State t to be his Guard, 
What ſubtle Scheme of Vengeance can ſucceed ? 
Let but kind Fortune force him from her Arms, 
And like a Cloud he yaniſhes.to Air; 
For Treafon claims his Life, and England's Laws 


Shall give a Legal Doom. 


Nett. — A Legal Doom ! 
And Treaſon claims Ti Life! name it again 


Good Cecil! and my Heart, charm'd with the Sound,” 


Shall echoe to thy Voice, Juſtly my H 
Were founded on your Aid, your Wack Pow'r, 


Your Will Succeſs, and Wisdom all your Schemes. 
Bur. O hold- you torture me with Praiſe, my Heart 
Beats high with too intenſe Delight, you charm 

My troubled Senſes with a Wild of Joy, 

And heighten Pleaſure into Pain. ---But ſay, 271. 
Thou dear Enchantreſs of my Thoughts, ſay how 
The doating Queen may be induc'd to leave 


Her vaunted Mmion to the Frown of Fate: 


Speak thou the Means, for thou canſt wind her Soul 

And work her to thy Will : In thee ſhe truſts, 

Pours out the inmoſt Weakneſs of her Mind 

To thee, and Dreams the babling World deceiv'd. 
Nett. Then to your Wiſh attend ---- Young Rutland 

On this Seducer's Charms, and is, I fear [doats 

The ſecret Cauſe of his Diſdain to me. | 

But Death ſhall wait upon the nuptial Bed, 


C:, 


Earl f Es88x..” 5 
For, ſhould the Queen continue his Defence, .  - 
Pd fire her Soul with Jealouſy and Rage 
Like mine, and then the guilty Traytor dies. 
Bur. Wiſely reſoly'd ; Succeſs ſhall crown the Cauſe, 
But ſee ! Southampton comes, whoſe ſtubborn Love 
For haughty Eſſex will retard the Deed, | | 
Unleſs Deſtruction wait upon them both 
Retire my Fair, and, certain of Revenge, 
Indulge your Soul, and give a Looſe to Joy- | 

, [ Exit. Nottingham. 


Enter Southampton. 


South. My Lord, tis rumour'd in the Breath of Fame, 
That you, like Falſhood in a Saint's Diſguiſe, 
Have brib'd ſome factious Commons to conſpire 
The Fall of E/zx, and diſgrace the Man 

That England honours as her choſen Son. | 
Bur. *Tis true, my Lord, the Commons have de- 
To charge your Friend with treaſonable Deeds, I ſign'd 
But if you hear that they're inflam*d by me, 
'Tis falſe. Alas! my Buſineſs in the State, 
Employs my Thoughts alone, nor find I Time, 
To cavil with the Faults of other Men. _ . 
---Yet they're the Friends of their dear Country's Cauſe 
Who dare accuſe this Heroe to the World. 

South. Accuſe him to the World ! of what? what 
Have ſoil d his Honour with the leaſt Reproach? [Crimes 
---- But publick Good muſt ever be the Plea 
For Villains to betray their Country's Cauſe, 

And force its Champions to an early Grave, 

Bur. My Lord, you throw a Scandal on the Queen, 
And wrong her Council with the Breath of Falſhood 
For Ireland ſuffers deeply by his Crimes, 

And groans inceſſant for Revenge. 
South. Tis all 


The helliſh Fiction of a Stateſman's Brain : a 
Cecil's the Fiend that conjures up this Storm, 
| B3 And 


. "_ 


6 The FALL of the 
And *tis a Victim to your Thirſt of Labs, 
He * but falls not unreveng d. 

My Dont: 


Four "Zeal i is Madneſs now ---- not unreveng d 

He falls----whoſe Shade muſt follow to attend 

The gloomy Heroe to the Realms of Night? 

Will brave Southampton die upon his Hearſe? 

Or muſt old Burleigh follow for Revenge? 

Come, come, my Lord, forbear this fruitleſs Rage, 

Eeft ſwift-wing'd Juſtice, with a ſingle Blow, 

Diſmiſs you both as guilty from the World — 
South. O hold my Heart! what ſhall the Villain brave 


Me to Dy Face, and ſtigmatize my © rieng, 


Yet paſs with Triumph uachaſtis'd awa 
Thou Foe to Virtue | Traytor to . [ 
Dar'ſt thou then threaten to extend thy Snares, 
And glory in thy Guilt! now, by the Hopes 
Of my Eternal Soul, did Majeſt y [half drawing his Sword, 
Not & a Sanction to this Place, thy Life 
pay th immediate Forfeit of thy Crimes. 
But would ingrave Diſhonour on my Sword, 
And lift thee up to Fame; thy Bafeneſs guard 
Thee from thy Fate. [eh 
Bur. Thank you my 14505 Lord, 
See I can bear with Patience your Aﬀeonts, 
And Smile to ſee you Rage. 
is then becauſe 


Soutbz.— 
Thy guilty Soul is ſhaken with its Fears, 
And is too much a Coward to affect 
The generous Fury it can never know. 

Bur. No *tis not Fear, but Innocence that Sols 


My temperate Blood; yet let Southampton's Rage 


Secure his Efſex* Safety and his own, 

South. My own's fubmitted to the Will of Fate 
Bur if the Great, the Godlike Eſſex muſt expire 
As Treaſon councils, and as Fraud betrays, 


May Heav'n aſſert its Title to Revenge, 
| And make thee wretched as thy Crimes  ceferve. 


Back 
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Council, N — N e Guards, 
and Autendauis 


wen. What! now my Lotds! | what Inſolence is thus! 
To let your noiſy Quarrels-reach our Ears, 
And interruptthe Suna of the State: 
What muſt we wait the Iſſue of your Broils 
Before the Nation's Buſineſs can proceed? 
Bur. Pardon, mot Gracias Queen * 
Occaſion'd mine ; | * ault 
Queen. —— Silence, my Lord, m deaf 
To ſuch Complaints ; be reconcil'd ane w 
And jointly bear the Burthen of the State, 
In Peace and Love Now ſpeak what News from Spain. 
Bur. None, glorious Princeſs, none that can alarm 
Our Fears afreſh, or make your Subjects dread 
A new Deſcent; for haughty Spain yet mourns 
The Ruin of her Fleets, nor dates again 
Attempt the Rage of War. 
Queen, — Enough; my Heart | 
Exults in the Remembrance of that Day, 
When, big with Pride, they brav'd the frighted Shores, 
And thunder*d Death and Ruin'o'er the Land; 
Till Heav'n declar'd for us, and valiant Drate 
Diſpers'd their broken Squadrons o'er the Main: 
Whence England reſts ſecure from foreign Lende, 
And Peace and Plenty are again our own. 
Oh that late Times might celebrate the Day, 
And all its ſmiling Hours devote to Joy! 
South. Let future Ages celebrate the Ws, 
And all its ſmiling Hours devote to Joy. — 
But let not Drake alone, moſt gracious Queen, 
Engroſs your Praiſe, when Eſſex claims his Share, 
And pleads an equal Title to the Grace: 
Eſſex the foremoſt Hero of the Globe! 
.£ffex who rais'd ſuch Trophies to your Fame, | 
B 4 * That 
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3 The BALD of be 


That Time ſhall oe labour to e th 
Th? eternal Monument. = 
Quecen.(yꝛ L] — Tis true, y er 
That Eſſex has deſerv'd the nobleſt Praiſe; | 


But his late Actions, with an envious Cloud, 


Have veil'd his former Fame: Yet he is brave 

And haply ere this Time has earn'd anew + 

The wonted:Glories that adbrn'd his Name. 

What News, Lord Ceril, from the 1ri/b Coaſt? 
Bur. None good Expreſſes every Hour arrive 

Confirming evn the worſt we could have fear d. 
Queen. What is't you mean?: 0 
Bur. -H ſoon you Grace o erlooks 


A Fav rite's Guilt! - 


Nueen. . A Fav'rite's Guile! 
Bur, — — — — Tes He, | 
Your E er who betray'd his Char fee . 
The uſe of Arms, commens'd a Truce againſt 
Your abfolute Command; who parley d oft, 
In ſecret, with the Rebel Chief, ev'n like 
A Monarch exercis'd his Pow'r in Peace, 
But like a beaten Coward in the Field---- --- 
Queen. Cecil forbear] you grow malicious now z 


Tis time to curb the Freedom of your Speech; 


What niuſt an Age of Service be forgot 


For one imprudent Deed ?. if ſo there's none 


Could long eſcape, no not ev'n Burleigb's ſelf 
Tho eager to condemn a nobler Man, 
---- Yet I've reprov'd him for his Faults, and ſent 
The ſtricteſt Orders that he keep the Field, 
Till he has conquer'd the Remains of War. 
And Fury ſlumber on the Breaſt of Peace. 
South. A nobler Man by Heaven! and when he falls 
His loſs ſhall long be mourn'd, when Stateſmen, fill'd 
With Craft and Pride, hy Hundreds in the Grave 
Shall rot unheeded to their native Duſt. 
Bar. Madan 94 4.4 no r 1 comes, 


. . Deputed 


- A 


W rr 3 — — 2 * 
: * A * _ 


' \ Earl of ESS IX. ©9 
Deputed by the Commons to intreat — 
Your Royal Goodneſs to confirm their Laws. 


Enter Sir Walter Raleigh, and others of the Houſe 
, Commons. 


Queen. Welcome my People, welcome to your Queen, 
Who begs of Heav'n to be diſmiſs'd from Rule, 

When once ſhe ceaſes to eſpouſe your Cauſe, 

And ſtudy your Content: Welcome again, | 

And let me boaſt there's not a Prince on Earth . - 
Who loves his Subjects with a greater Love; 

Nor can I think that Subjects &er deferv*d 

More favour from their Prince than you : Bequick 

To tell me your Demands, for all your Wants 

I ſuffer as my own. | | 

Raleigh. ————-— Long live the Queen 

To bleſs her Subjects, and adorn the World: | 

And may her Subjects long revere her ſway, 

And learn to know the Happineſs ſhe gives. 

---- Your Parliament, moſt gracious Queen, concern'd 

To lengthen out the Bleſſings of your Reign, 

Moſt humbly beg that, what theſe Inſtruments 
Contain, your Royal Goodneſs may confirm 

As Laws, which late Poſterity will bleſs. 

Queen. Read their Contents, My Lord, and they ſhall 
If plainly needful for the Publick good. (paſs, 


Burleigh Reads. 


Madam, the Firſt propoſes to enliſt 

Three Thouſand Men to be your Royal Guard, 
Leſt, by Surprize, a Foreign Pow'r, 

Or homebred Faction ſhould attempt your Life, 
And this ſad Realm too late bewail the Deed. 

The next impow rs your Majeſty to raiſe 

The proper Sums to pay the Charge of War, 
And with a due Support maintain the Throne. | 
Queen. My Subjects give me with a liberal 
a ur. 


—— — x - 
. _ * * 


10 The. FAL. E. of the 


Bur. The Third intreats Jour Majeſty's N 
T*Impeach Lord EH of * and 
In full explains the Reaſons of the 3 | 


"+: 2 Outer appears in Confuſion. 3 
Queen. Speak Nottingham, good Rutland quickly 
Unleſs tis all a Dream, and Fancy draws  {ipeak ! 

This horrid Scene of Things----am I awake * 
And on the Throne ?------alas*tis all too true. 

For Sleep sa Stranger to ſurpize like mine -—— 
I ne*er cou d think Ingratitude had Place ee ng. in a 
In uprightMinds; and when Injuſtice courts 3 Rage, 
The Hand of Pow'r,* tis Wiſdom to withhold | 
The Blow. | 

South. Madam, "Lis Virtue ais Eger Cauſe 
And twill be Glory to attempt to ſave him: 
His Fault is to diſcern a Stateſman's Guile, 
And ſcorn the Arts his Soul could never practiſe. 
His utmoſt Pride to ferve his native Land, 2A 
And plume eternal Conqueſt on her Arms. A 
Already he has humbled in the Duſt 
The Pride of Spain, and fſeiz'd upon their F lets 
When fraught with half the Riches of its Mines. 
---- But: this is all forgot, and ſhould your Grace 

Deſert him now, he's loſt, he's gone for ever. 

_ - Queen, Ungrateful People, hear Southampton” s Plea, 
For nnocence and Honour, ſuch is he 2 2 
Whoſe Life and Fame you labour to deſtroy : | 

But when dire Envy plots the Fall of Virtue, 
Princes themſelves ould die with Joy e to ſave it. 


Petitioners Rueel.. . 
Ral. Moft gracious Queen forgive our forward 


And we offend no more - [Zeal 
Bur. — May't pleaſe Zen Grace 
To ſpare Reproach, and with a patient 


Attend the Reaſons that confirm his Guilt. 


"UM What then are you a Partner of their 5 ? 
are 
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Dare you inſiſt upon the Gen'ral's Fall?: 
But *twas agreed, and you cantriv*d the Scheme. 
---- *Tis plainly ſo; the Shade of Efex check d 
Your riſing Growth, ſo down he falls to make 
More room for you: I'Il hear no more. be gone 
And leave me to my felf. Stay Notlingbam, 
I Exeunt Burleigh, Raleigh, and Petitioners, aue 
way, Southampton and Rutland, anotber.] 
And with thy Friendſhip give me ſome Relief. 
— O that wild' Frenzy would poſſeſs my Soul 
And put an End to Thought! or that my Rage 
Could vent the Tortures I endure ;' in vain 
I wiſh; in vain I rave, my Heart ſtill heaves 
With ſtubborn Sorrow, and my Eyes &'erflow 
With Female Tears thus long deny'd in vain. 
Nott. What ſhall a Queen; the Idol of the World, 
Bewail the Sting of Sarrow ? Shall Diftrefs 
Preſume t'eclipſe the Luſtre of a Crawn 
While Nations only live for your Repoſe ? 
Queen. Ah! Nottingham, there's one I'd die to ſerve; 
And think him worthy of the Sacrifice ; 
hut him theſe Sons of Cruelty and Guile 
Have jointly ſtudied to deſtroy, and 1, 
Such is the Fate of Princes, muſt withhold 
My guardian Aid, leaft impious Tongues profane 
My Virgin Truth, and Majeſty ſhould ſtalk 
With ſullen State away. 
Nott. — Alas my Queen 
Are you ſo firm ip this, heroick Thought? 
So much the Miſtreſs of your own Deſires 
As to neglect his Fate; tho? on his Knees, 
He plead for Pardon in the ſofteſt Strains; 
And Woe and Pity filently exert 
Theit pow'rful Influence on your yielding Heart? 
Queen. O let mehear that moving Thought no more! 
Nor ever may I _ ſo fad a Scene N 
hut 'tis my t'invalidate his Charge, | = 
While yet in Ireland remains in. Arms, per ; 
5 | * 
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And unexposꝰd protect him from the Snare ; - 
Elfe when he comes I know his haughty Soul | 
Will urge him on to ſuch audacious Deeds 
As will by Force oblige me to withdraw 10 
My friendly Aid, and give him up to Fate. 
oit. How can your Grace withdraw your Aid, or 
Him up to Fate, when ev'ry Woe he feels [give 
Will torture you, and you'll oft wiſh to die 
In vain to ſengthen out his _— 8 
Queen. o oꝛp 0 ven! | 
Thy Words are Daggers to my Heart, and Life 
Already ſeems too burthenſome to bear; 
Yet ſhould theſe Torments ev'ry Hour increaſe, 
Till friendly Death _—_— Soul releaſe, 
Id dare to leave this Heroe to his Doom, 
_ Nay die my ſelf with Sorrow on his Tomb, 
Ere black Reproach obſcure my ſhining Sway, 
And all my Glories roll in Clouds away. 


Exeunt. 


* : 
* 0 


be Endof the Fi A cr. 


AC T. II. 
Euter Rutland and Southampton. 


Ru. FYWAS bravely done, Southampton, to defend 
N My deareſt Z/ex with ſuch noble warmth, 
Such Goodneſs in Exceſs : Oh may thy Soul 

Still glory in its Truth, ſtill firmly plead 
The Merits of thy Friend, left Death attend 


On 


— 
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On Cecil's Arts, and, while ſoft Mercy ſleeps, 2 

My Eſex ſhould become the Monſter's Prey. 
South, Alas my Friendſhip pleads in vain, and Death 

With all his Pomp already is in view. 

Rut. What can you mean my Lord? ſure Efex lives, 

And, if he lives, my Soul ſhall be ar eaſe: 

Hut ſpeak Southampton, in a Moment ſpeak, 

And cure the Anguiſh of my doubting Heart. 

(Southampton continues filent. 
What! not a Word why then ſome Villain's Sword 

Has ruin'd all my Joys, and Burleigb's Fraud 

Prevails: O cure this Longing of my Soul, 

And let me know the Rigour of my Fate, 

That Death, or — may conclude my Pain. 
South. Be patient, Madam, for he lives. But yet. 
Rut. He lives! my Lord, yet lives ! then welcome all 

The Woes Mankind can feel: for, while he _ 54 

And mutual Paſſion flames in either Soul, 814 

Tm guarded from their R 12 
South. - - He lives? tis true, 

But cannot long: for, on the brink of Fate, 

He pauſes now, and Burleigh is the Fied 

That urges on his Doom. T 

' Ka. — Amazement chills me ! 

Nas but the Moment paſt the Queen reſolv'd, 
In Juſtice to his Deeds, to guard his Life, 


And ſave him from his Foes. e 


South. = — But his Return 
Has'made her Mercy vain 
Rut. — What is my Lord 


Return d! Oh bear me quickly to his Arms, 
That I may ſpeak my Joy in Sighs, and Tears, - 
And all the moving Eloquence of Love. 

South. Alas! you talk as when auſpicious Hearn 
SmiPd on your | and Eſſex was ador'd 
By half the World ; but all thoſe Hours are fled, 
And Death, and Darkneſs are behind 


Reus. Good Heay'n! Diſtraction and Def) pair confound 


My 


2 — 
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My troubled Senſe, and baffle all my Thoughts; 
What can be done to ſave him? 11 v 
Oh Horrible. to think ! ----- it muſt not be p 
----- What if you haſte this — to my Lord, 
And from us — conjure him to ferurn,' _ 
E're Fraud and Vengeance ſnatch him from the World! 
South, In vain! for envious. Burleigh has the News. 
And *tis too late to ſtruggle in the Snare. 
Rut. Then give me Way, this Moment I'll confela 
Our Marriage to the Queen, and plead his Cauſe '// 
In all the Strains of Love; the moving Tale 
Shall ſooth her Rage, and guard him from his Fate! 
Or at her Feet Pll die to expiate his Crime, 
And mae my Paſſion worthy of my Lord f 
[Offers to be gone. 
| South: Oh, hold; or ſure Deſtruction waits you boch; 
For, ſhould the Queen imagine ſuch 4 Band . 
Had join'd your Vows, not all his glofiobs Deeds 
Can lengthen out his Days, nor all her Love «© ©. 
Commiſerate his End; there's ins 
But to c_ — his Worth, and teave _ 
The reſt to n, and her But ſee! ſhe comes, . 
Like filver Cynthia ſelly'd o'er with Cloudsy 1:01 
Majeſtically fad Madam retire; 
Unleſs your Soul's ſo conſtant as to beir 1 
TE: — Diſgrace unmov'd, or ſee him kneel if 
vain.--- | 
Rut. Alas ! you fright me with-the Fhought, 
For ſure my ſtreaming-Tears would ſpeak my Pain, 
And publiſh all my Love; fure I ffould fly ; 
To his Embrace, and ſo encircled, dare 
The. utmoſt Rage of Fate; for tis in him 
My Joys are center*d, and with him I loſe 
My Peace of Mind for ever. 


[ Exit. 
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mn. Impoſſible 7 ” £ 
Eſſer arriv*d! ſure tis ſome baſe Deſign. 2. 
By. Treaſon form'd, t' abuſe our Royal F 8 511122 
And cheat a Heroe of his due Rewards. 

Bur. Pardon me, gracious Queen, if I a | 
Atteſt th* ungrateful Truth, that Favourite Lord, 
Deſpiſing your Command, has dar'd to leave 
The War unfiniſh'd, and with Kingly Pomp 
Now Marches to defend the haughty Deed. 

- Queen. What will the Traytor inſolently e 
To brave me to my Face? It cannot bee: 
For when he dares, he dies, tho all Mankind ii © (4142 
Should plead his Pardon, and my tortur'd lea: n 7 
Stream Blood in ſoft Compaſſion for his Fate. aA 

Bur. Still popular in Guilt he courts the Cron, 7578 
That dazled with an outſide Show, appears 
His Train, and his Defence; around chey throng t. 
Impatient to ſurvey their boaſted Chief, 7 1 
And, wond' ring at his Form, with Oe 7 lis: < 
Adore him as he rides in State along; 193191 * | 
While Shouts, like Thunder, in r ubled peak A 
Ring to the Skies, and hail himavthei?:Þord;/ 

Hark! from afar th inereaſing $ormds ap == 
And thicken on the Ear; the Conq'torcomes | 1er 
And *tis but juſt that Triumphs ſhould: reward: (TLC 4 
His Years of Toil, and give him alt his Fame. 

Queen. And is it really thus? why then *ris Tüpe | 
T' affert the Throne, and cruſh him ere he foars, | 
Beyond the Reach of Pow'r ; double my Caen)” 
And let each Soldier reſt upon his Arms, 4 * 
That none may dare to queſtion our Commands, 
Or juſtify the Traytor in his Guilt. 2 1 

Bur. Alas | my Sovereign | fruitleſs in your Carty 
If once he enter theſe devoted Walls; 5 
For with ſuch Zeal the People are his Slaves, 'f 

| That 


Aas render d him obnoxious to their 
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That they will die with Joy in his Defence: 


Then baniſh him the Court, ill I. _ 
ate, 
And ſo he falls unhonour'd, and unmourn'd. 
Queen. How can'ſt thou think that I would booth 4 
Or trifle with my Wrongs? What Soul is thine. | ES; 2 
That trembles to confront the Man it hates? 
For *tis thy Dread of Eſex, and his Rage 
That move thee thus to lengthen out his Doom 
But know, thou Coward / that when I reſol e 
*Tis done, and Fear is foreign to my Nature. 
South. Madam, my Friend this Moment will apnea; 
To vindicate his Fame; I hear the Sounds r 
Of his Approach; yet, while this Moment laſts, 
Permit me to aſſert his Innocence, etw 1001 
And plead in his Bebalf: The Earl is nr, 1005 
And the foremoſt in the Liſts of Fame, H ν 
But envious Souls have ſtudied his Dilgrace,! E 
And toil inceſſant to eclipſe his Deeds: 1 
Such Burleigh is, and ſuck have bern his Schemes 'Y | 
I dare avow this Truth, and when your Grace E 
Shall view the General bleeding on the Earth, K 
Deſerted by his Friends; deform'd with Death; oh 
And branded with Diſgrace, n you'll mourn 


A brave Man loſt: - 
— 0 dreadful Stene of Things 7 
Te heavenly Pow'rs! inſtruct my dubious Mind 
To ſtrike with Juſtice, or with Mercy fave --- 
---- This.is the State of Kings; we ſit enthron'd 
_ With Pomp and Majeſty, and on the: -.: ö 
The Homag eaf the World; We bear the Wealtngk 
Of Nations on a Robe, and feed the Senſe 
With Delicates unknown to vulgar Taſtes: 4 
But finds the Soul Contentment in a Crown 
Or all the Dignity it boaſts? Ahno! 
That Jewel is deny*d to glitter there, 
But ſhines unheeded in the humble Field, | 
Where Peaſants toil for the Support of Life. 
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h had my Soul but known no Was AZ 
I had been W too! 5 fn 
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Eſſex. — Long live he TAR 128 88 
Your Eſſex, from t the rhe Bag my War return'd 
Again in Safety ath your Feet, 


And + au the ous hies of the F 7 
To you, the Guardian Genius of his Fate 1 
Oh may your wonted Grace reward my Toil 
And J am bleſs d indeed 

——, Why looks the Queen Wo 
With ſuch a ſcornful Brow, and turns away 
With ſuch diſdainful State? Tis then too true [ Ri/cs. 
That I'm undone ---- Some baſe deſigning Slave, 
While I was fighting in my Country's Cauſe, 
Has wrong'd my Deeds, and with the meaneſt Arts 
Shed Poiſon on A. Name, or I had held 


My dear-bought Glory till, and ſtill poſſeſs'd 
A Title to your Grace. 


Queen. = — Ho canſt thou 5 
Pretend that Fraud has tarniſh'd o'er thy Fame, 
Or ſtudied chy Diſgrace? Has not thy Pride 
Aſſum'd a Regal Power, and in effect 
Deny'd Obedience to our Laws? Forbear 
The trifling Charge, and, if thou canſt, defend 
The bold Commiſſion of thy trait rous Deeds. 

Eſſex. My Deeds, dread Sovereign have been ever 
As need not a Defence ; ſuch as will ſhine (ſuch 
With native Light, and ſhed a Glory round: * 
Such as were id in the open Day, 

And prove an honeſt Soul that ſcorn'd a Thought 
Of private Int*teſt, or a ſingle Wiſh 
The leaſt injurious to the publick Good. 

Queen. Whence then this baſe Deſertion of thy Troops 
Againſt our ſtrict and abſolute Command? 
Ex. If, to return victorious from the Field, 

8 C 
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Be baſe, I glory in the Dted: *Tis true, 
Your ſacred Oer ought to be obeyd; 
But where's the Man who can with Patience * 
The helliſh Arts of ſuch a Thing as this ? 
An hoary Traitor ! who, with ſecret Guile, 
Marks out for Ruin all who bravely ſerve _ 
Their Sovereign, and the Realm; hs builds his Rule 
Upon the Vices of a venal World; : 
And flatters Princes into lawleſs "7 

Queen. Patience good Heav n! or I ſhall burſt with 
Inſulted to my Face ! my Friends abus d, [Rage; 
And Majeſty defy'd / ----But LI no more 
The Ruin thou W muft be thy Fate 

* i Kue - [Exeunt A Is 
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Eſer. The Ruin 1 deſerve 1 tis well; vet once 
There was a Time when E. was recelb d | 
On milder Tens when, ſeated by her Throne, 
The greateſt Glories of the Realm were mine; 
When, deaf to all the Babblings of the World, 
She liſten'd to my Voice the'live-lb Day,” 
And ſcarce the midnight Hour could en the Tale: 
But now---ſhe ſtorms at my Approach, and Death 
Muſt be my Doom. My Reign has been too long, 
And Cecil's Grandeur riſes on my Fall. 
Ah my Southampton ! leave me to my Fate, 
And court the riſing Sun. 

80h. Tis true, my Lord, F 
Thar I have long admir'd the Pires ou poſſeſs, 
And held the Honour of your neareft Thon ghts; 
Yet, while your Grandeur needed no e 
And Thoufi nds offer*d everlaſting Love, 
I only ſilent check'd the ſtruggling Vow 
Of needleſs Service, and unqueſtion'd Faith ; 
But, now your Days of Sorrow are arriv'd, 
J give it Way, and, by yon azure Heav'n, 
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Devote my Life and Fortune to my Friend. 

Receive them from my Soul, and, when my Zeal | 

Shall cool in thy Defence, may all th Woe. : 

And twice ten Thouſand more nd 

And I become the Scorn of all Mankind 
Effex. And is there ſtill ſuch Goodneſs here below ? 

Oh my brave Friend what Gratitude is due 

To thy Defert? more than Expreſſion knoua, . 

Or F riendſhip can deſcribe. ---- 


Enter Burleigh and uther Lords. 


Bur. — PRI? The hy av hr Lord, 
Hath ſent us to diſmiſs yo the ourt: 
The Offices you held 255 now beſtow'd 
On other Lords, and tho? I grieve © unfold 
Her ſtern Command, it is het Royal Will 
That you remain a Pris'tier in your Houfe, 
Till her Indulgence grant you a Releaſe; 
And that, to prove your Loyalty, you Ed 8515 
The Gen' ral's Staff, wherewith the grac'd of Arms 


And ſent you to the Field. 


Eſx. = — So then his Wrerch 7 
Diſſembles Sorrow for my Fate, and hopes | 
That I'm 1 ; yet, in malicious Smiles, ; | 
Can k uin, and with eager Jo | 
Ledenble al wy Woes. os 44 

Bur. My Lord, we wait for your Reſolve, and hope 
Twill be as mild as Mercy, calm as Peace. 

Eſſex. And wilt thou then be faithful to thy Charge, 
And tell her to beware of ſecret Foes ? 
Such as in humble wiſe aſpire to Rule, 
And with difſembled Piety betray ;. 
Such as, like Serpents in the flow'ry Field 
Sit brooding Death, yet wonder at the Wound: 
Such, whoſe inſatiate Avarice of Gold 
is like the Whirlpool, whoſe devouring Wheel, 
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With giddy Circles, turns the Veſſels round, 
Then ſwallows them for ever. ------ - _ 
South. ——————— Dar'ſt thou tell 
Her Majeſty ſuch Truths; and that thy ſelf 
Art he, the Serpent for deſtructive Guile ; 
The greedy Whirlpool for Deſire of Gold? 
Bur. I dare the utmoſt of Southampton's Hate, 
And ſcorn at once his Dictates and his Rage 
But yet I'm calm my Lord I've waited: long 
Expecting your Reply, and ſhould rejoice, 
In ſpite of all my Wrongs, to ſerve a Man 
Whoſe match leſs Virtues are the Boaſt of Fame. 
Eſſer. Away ! my Soul diſdains thy fawning Arts, 
5 And, conſcious of untainted Faith, denies, 
2a With ſordid Awe, to bend beneath a Throne, 
And beg forgiveneſs of imagin'd Crimes 
To lengthen out the Pageantry of Life. 
Bur. Is this then all the Sovereign Pow'r deſerves 
For ſuch unbounded Inſtances of Love? 
This all th? Obedience which your ſtubborn Soul 
Can deign to offer to redeem her Grace? - 3 
' Eſſex. Hold Stateſman ! nor preſume with impious 
To doubt my Loyalty, or Gratitude ; | [Tongue 
Tis thou alone that I diſdain to court, | 
And from thy wicked Arts appeal; the Queen 
The Queen ſhall be my Judge : Who, ever Good 
| And Gracious, ne'er condemns a Slave unheard ; 
E To ter alone, who made me what I am, 
75 I ſhall reſign the Offices I hold. 
And, if ſhe ſeeks my Life, without a Groan 
I die at her Command. 
Bur. —— *T is well, my Lord! 
_ Ev'n as you wiſh the Queen ſhall be your Judge. 
| r Burleigh, Se. 
Eſſex. O my Southampton! Oh my Friend! a Name 
More worth than all the Empires of the Globe / 
You ſee my Fate's at Hand, and Cecil dares 
To glory in the Deed: Muſt I be led | 
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Then tamely to the Block'? nor once attempt 
To ward the fatal Blow? yet not for Life, 
Or all the Honours that a Prince can give, 
Would I defire to lengthen. out its Date : 
But ſtill there hangs a Wiſh upon my Soul 
For Rutland's ſake, my charming lovely Bride / 
Who ſcarce had bleſs'd me with a Lover's Joy, 
Ere Arms, and Glory calld me to the Field; 
And now, arriving eager to reſtore hes 
Her raviſh*d Bliſs, and baniſh all her Woes, © 
My Death enſues to break her tender Heart, 
And ſink. her down with ſorrow to the Grave. 

South, It muſt not be- but leſt our Foes prevail, 
PI! go this Inſtant to defend your Cauſe, 
And plead your Merit with unbated Zeal; = 
Perhaps the Joe relents, and then, my Friend / 

Your Life and Honaurs are again your own. © ; 
oo» . I. 
Eſſex. My Life and Honours are again my By 

Muſt Eſex then deſcend to ſue for Life? 
And beg thoſe Titles which his Sword atchiev'd 
With Years of Toil, amid the'Rage of War ? 
O Patience aid me- tis too great a Load 


[Enter ſeveral Courtiers paſſing over the Stage, who 
ſcornfully ſmile on Eſſex and depart. 


For Conſtancy to bear — 
— - Ha! is it ſo? 
Am I become the laughing Stock of Fools? +] 
Why *wwas but now that thouſands ſuch as theſe 
Liv'd on my Breath, and, ſtudious of my Will, 
With hafly Zeal prevented my Command ; 
But all thoſe Days are gone, and envious Time 
Has chang'd the golden Scene. Why this is Life, 
And ſuch the Friends of Pow'r : Gn who would wiſh 
To dwell in Courts, or ſtudy to be great? | 
Alas! Pm ſick of all its empty Joys 

* C 3 And 


Vaniſh at once from my deluded Thought. 
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And in the ſilent Grave alone expect 
To be at Eaſe Earth will receive her Son, 
And Deaths cold Hand for ever be my Guard 
From all the Miſeries Mankind endure, 


Enter Counteſs of Eſſex. 


Ha ! rt thou come, thou Charmer of my Soul? 
To mourn my Ruin, ang with ſtreaming Eyes 
Attend thy Eſex to his Tomb, for there 
The bridal Bed's prepar'd, and only there 
I -... 

C. Eſex. Oh my lov'd Lord ! how ſad, 
How mournful is the Welcome I receive ! 
Alas ! I'd chear'd my Soul with other Thoughts, 
And gayly fancied that our future Years 
Would all be ſpent in Happineſs, and Love 
But now thoſe Dreams are vaniſh'd all away, 
And one black Scene of Miſery's to come. 

Eſſex. Come to my. Aud hou faireſt of thy Sex ! || 
Thou pureſt Excellence come to my Arms, 
And think of Danger and of Grief no more, 

By Heav'n! thy Angel Voice has hung Delight 
7 Ave the tragick Tale, and made &en Death 


Look pleafing ; I'd forgot that Ruin waits 


To ſweep me from the World, and, Toft in Love, 
Indulg'd the riſing Tranſports of my Soul: 
Then let's embrace, and talk ſuch tender Things 
As will deceive our Woes, and gently charm 
Our mutual Anguiſh into Peace. 

C. Eſfſex., =—=— —— Alas/ 
My deareſt Eſſex ! I would gladly talk 
Of bliſsful Scenes, and long revolving Joys : 
But when the kindling Warmth begins to glow, 
And infant Pleaſure flutters round my Hearr, 
Sad apprehenſion of our future. Woes 
Darkens my Soul, and all the Hopes of Bliſs 


Eex. 
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« Eſſex. Ah why my lovely Mourner ſhould we 
« For diſtant Evils, and refuſe the Joys [grieve 
« Which yet are in our Pow'r? Oh had my Fate 
« Depriv'd me of thy Charms, I'd been a Wretch 
Indeed / but now the keeneſt of my Wrongs 
« Shall dart their Stings in vain:* *Tis true that Courts, 
And all the noiſy Pleaſures they beſtow cx 
Are ours no more; yet, bleſ&d with purer Joys, 
We'll live retir'd from all their gawdy, Pomp; 

The Woodland Shade ſhall be our future Haunt, 
Where, loſt to all Mankind, our Years ſhall roll 
In Love and Peace away. 5 

C. N - Oh happy State / a 

Too happy for a Doom like ours ! --- in vain 


— — —— — 


Attend his Arts, where, where muſt I retreat 
T'indulge my Sorrows, till retreating Life 

Should ebb in Tears away? Alas my Lord / 

The Woodland Shades would give me no Relief, 
Nor all the Pleaſures of the rural World; 

No, weeping o'er your Tomb, in dumb Deſpair, 
I'll watch the ſilent, melancholy Hours, 

Till friendly Death, in Pity to my Woes, 

At laſt diſmiſs my penſive Soul to Heav'n. 

Eſſex. O Burleigh ! now, tis now alone I feel 
The curſt Effect of thy malignant Deeds; 
The loſs of Honour, and my Prince's Love, 

Nay e' en the Proſpect of approaching Death 
I could have ſuffer'd with a dauntleſs Soul; 
But when thy Woes, my lovely Charmer, riſe 
Before my troubled Thought, in all that Pomp 
Of ſilent Anguiſn, and extreme Diſtreſs, 
I grow a Coward, and with ſtreaming Tears, 
m4” | Lament 
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Lament that Innocence like thine ſhould know 
| Such miſerable Fate. 1. ; 1 
C. Eſex. ae my Lord / 
To mourn becomes familiar to me now, 
Black Melancholy ſeizes on my Soul, 
And hangs her deepeſt Gloom on ev'ry Senſe ---- 
Eſſex. Come let's forget that we haveCauſe to mourn, 
And give unbounded Looſe to Love and Joy. 
By Heav'n ſhe weeps, and, down her crimſon Cheek 
The pearly Tears deſcend, like morning Dew 
Upon the new- blown Role; oh, ſay my Fair / 
My Lite / my Soul /, why this o'er flowing Stream 
Of ſudden db guſhes from your Eye, 
When Love and Joy are nam'd? 
C. Er. — 0 talk of Love 
And Joy no more -- the Queen, the jealous Queen, 4 
With — Hand, will baniſh both away 
For ever: deareſt Lord, we ſtand 
Upon the wal of Fate; around us watch 
A * houfand Devils who, with eager haſte, 
Long to immerge us in the Gulph beneath; 
O think! if one ſhould, with malicious Joy, 
Betray our ſecret Marriage to the 2 ; 
I die with Terror of the Thought Farewell 
My Lord good Heav'n defend you from herRage, 
And I ſhall be at Eaſe. ----- 
Eſſex. ——— What muſt we part 
So ſoan? It muſt be fo --- Farewell the Hand 
[Exit C. Eſſex. 
Of Fate divides us, ala we muſt obey. ---- 
Now Pain takes Place, and every Joy is loſt; 
While ſhe was here to ſooth my ſullen Thoughts, 
And ſoften all my Cares, *twas Peace within, 
And Scenes of Gladneſs dawn'd upon my Soul: 
But now the buſy Paſſions are at Work, 
f Andlike contending Furies, ſtruggle for Command, 
8 is thus the Seamen, who had long been toſt 
By wintry Tempeſts, view their native Coaſt ; 
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A Glimpſe of Joy ſucceeds their Years of Pan, 
And ſecret Pleaſure ſhoots thro' ev'ry. Vein 
But, while they gaze, dark Night inyolves the Skies, 
The roaring, Winds with WS. 4 Fury riſe; 
The ſhatter'd Bark is hurry'd to the Shore, 
And down they, fink. to riſe again no more. 


The End of the Second Ac T. 


\ 


Ac III. SCENE I. 


Counteſs of No TINOGHAM, BURLEIGH. 


Nott. Cecil! Stateſman ! Friend ! thy timely Aid 
Has juſtify'd my Caufe, and giv*n my Soul 
Her darling Proſpect of Revenge: No more 
His Scorn envenoms all my Joys, his Death, 
His Death, my Cecil, ſets my Brains at Eaſe, 
And his laſt Groan compleats my Cure. 
Bur. — _ Why dwells 
My Charmer on ſuch gloomy Thoughts! Why brood 
| You o'er your cancell'd Wrongs? Let Eſſex Name, 
His Scorn, his Memory be loſt, his Fate 
Indifterent, and his Love deſpiſed : New Scenes 
Of Joy attend you, and a Length of Bliſs : 
You ſpeak the Word, and Eſſex dies, his Pow'r, 
His Friends, his Vertue, vain ; ſtill on the Watch 
J hunt him, like a wounded Deer, through all 
His Wiles, and hail the Proſpect of his Fate. 


Nett 
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N. —— Excyſe . 
The Anguiſh of a jealous Mind, —_— 
And — and loves, ſtill, cured with fond Deſires; 
E doat upon his Charms; yet, torn with Rage, 
With felt Diſdain, and racking Jealouſy, = _ 
I wiſh, I long for his Deſtruction; yer he lives, 
And yet may reign, may revel with the Queen. 

And Rutland; dreadful Thought! this fires my Soul, 
This breaks my Reft, this arms my Heart againſt 
Another Flame, and makes me rave when I 

Should love. But now the Queen appear'd in — 
Anxious, and gloomy,, all her Form diturd'd, . 
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Irreſolũte, diſtfacted with her Dou 1 

Yet, prone to Pity,” and diſſolv'd in. ef. 751 

Tis certain Eſſex was the Cauſe. 
Bar. What e d 


Again! What new Contrivance has his Friend, 

The proud Soutbampton, found to mitigate 
Her Wrath, and calm her ſtormy Soul ? 

Nottl, —= Why, ſad, 

_ mournful for the Traytor's Fate; he came 

o plead his Cauſe, and, on his bended Knee, 
Wi all his Eloquence, and Subtilty, 
Renew'd her Flame; and, while her willing Ear, 
Hung on the Tale, and her relenting Eye 
Proclaim'd her injur d Majeſty appeas'd, 
Propos'd an Interview, that he himſelf 
Might juſtify his Deeds, and humbly ſue 
For her accuſtom'd Grace. 

Bur, — —— Then we are loſt, 
Again; for, ſhould he once deſcend to ſooth 
Her Pride, and yield ſubmiſſion to her Will, 
Her Anger cools, and he'll once more reſume 
His Empire o'er her Heart. 

Nott. mm — What, ſhall he live? 
Shall Eſſex live, in Trium h, and at large? 
Forbid it Hell: no, rather let us die 
Ourſelves, to make his Ruin ſure, ---- 


But 
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But hold, I'm calm again; his own proud Heart 
Will urge him to undo himſelf, and, when | 
He totters on the Brink of Fate, I'll plunge 
Him down at once, or periſh in th* Attempt, 
But lo! the Queen; retire, good Cecil, while 
I wait the lucky Moment to renew . At: 
Her Hatred, and awake her Rage. [Ex:t Bur, 


Enter the Queen. 


Qu. When will this Hurry of my Thoughts be o'er? 
This Pageantry of Life have End? How vain 
Are Royalty and State to calm the. Mind ! 

And mitigate our Woes! O could my Soul 

But ſtifle this unruly Flame, and bid 

My palpitating Heart be ſtill, I ſhould 

Again be Queen, and make the 1 Good 
The real Object of my Care: But now, 
Mad Paſſion's all my Guide, and right, and wrong, 
Reverſe their Nature, mingle and are loſt, 
Juſt as the Tyrant wills---Afiſt me, Heaven, 
Or all the Glories of my former Reign 

Will End in Sorrow, Infamy, and Death. 
O my dear Nottingham, haſt thou beheld 
My Torture, yet forborn tp give me Eaſe ? 

Nott. Forgive me, Madam, if reſpectful Awe, 
And cautious Duty, taught me to avoid | 
Your troubled Hours, and dread th* Intruſion on 
Your private Thoughts: Princes, like Gods, retire 
From human Ken, and guard their {ecret Woes 
From common Gaze. | 

Queen. — — O Nottingham ! my Friend, 
My Comforter, how little doſt thou know 
What Horrors rack my Soul; how little Eaſe 
Vain Pomp, and Kingly Grandeur, can afford ? 
How much I long to be diſmiſs'd from Form, 
From Ceremony, State, and Pow'r, to herd 
With Induftry, and Happineſs ; to be 


The 
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The Queen, the Miſtreſs of my on Deſires, 
Beneath the Rage of Envy or the Thirſt | 
Of Fame O Fame! what Sorrows are thy Guard! 
How difficult thy Laws! to thee, to thee, 

We facrifice the deareſt Joys of Life, 
Vet, when thy Brow aſſumes its gloomy Frown, 
- Th* united Toil of Time and Care are loft. 

Mott. If Fame, and its fantaſtick Joys, can ſhed 
Such Poiſon on our Days, if Danger, Toil, 

And Hardſhip, lead to its Aſcent, let Pow'r, 
Let Majeſty o'er-awe its noxious Might, 
And clip the Phantom's Wings; indulge your Soul, 


« And make your Rei 


on as happy as *tis great. 
« Ducen. Alas this et Perfiaſion mult not take 


«<< Pofleſſion of my Heart; Virtue ſtill holds 

« Its Empire o'er my Wiſhes, and Deſires, 

And binds me down, with obſtinate controul, 

© To hear its Dictates, and obey its Lore. 

«© When Princes give a Looſe to Folly, or 

« To Vice, like Comets burning thro? the Skies 
« Hideous, and huge, they ſhed down Miſery, 

«© And light the Nations to their Woe. 

% Notz. If Virtue then prevails, and Pleaſure courts, 
In vain, with all her bf Enchantments ſpread 
 « Before your View; reſume your nobler Mind,” 
And drive each tempting Paſſion far away; 

Let Juſtice take its Courſe, aſſert your Throne, 
And ſhew the World that Reſolution ſtill 


Is yours. 


Queen. And dares the World to ſcan my Deeds, 
Or queſtion my Reſolves ? 9 
 Nett. — Moſt ſure it does, 
And with free Speech upbraids your ſlow Revenge, 


For ſuch accumulated Wrongs. 
een. What Wrongs? 


Who is't deſerves ſuch haſty Vengeance? Sure 
"Tis I'm the Judge, and, when ' tis juſt to ſpeak, 
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A Traytor's Doom, *tis done, and half Mankind 
Shall ant at a Woman' s Name. | 


Nott. — With all 
Submiſſion to my Sovereign's Will, „ might 1 
But whiſper out the Man? — 


Queen. Ah Nottingham, thine honeſt Zeal awakes 
My fleeping Rage, and all my Souls a Flame, 

At the diſgraceful Tale: Les, Eſſex, proud. 
Imperious, frantick, Eſex is the Man; tis he 
That has diſdain'd my Pow'r, deſpis'd my Will, 
Reſiſted my Commands, and thrown a Cloud 
O'er all my future Reign. 

Nott. 1 f this be true, 6g Truth, for Honour's Sake, 
Aſſert your Character, and be no more 
A Slave to Paſſion, or a F riend to Vice. | 
Down with this inmate: Foe, . and let the World 
Confeſs your Courage equal to your Fame. 

Queen. Will not my People murmur at his Fall, 
And with joint Fury, gay to revenge | 
TY imaginary Wrong? ? 

Nott. Fear not, the © People, they reſent his Pride, 
His Avarice, his fly Hypocriſy, _ 

His wild Ambition, his affected Pomp, 

And all the Vices of his Soul : No more * 
With Joy they thunder out his Name, repeat 

His Victories, or mourn for his Diſgrace. * 
Odious as Hell he ſeems to ev'ry Eye, 
And ev'ry Heart; ſpeak but his Fate, and, like 
The Ocean in a Storm, they'll rage along, 

And ſweep him from the World. | 

Queen. — Ha! is it by 
Thou Traitreſs ! Poiſon on thy Name, is this 
Thy Virtue? this thy Tenderneſs for me ? 

For Eſex? poor unhappy Lord! to rail 

Till Breath and Speech are loſt in Agony | 

And Rage. How couldſt thou dare, with impious 
[ Tongue, 

To breath ſuch Scandal in thy Sovereign's Face? 


Os: 
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Or glean the Malice of the World, to rack 
My tortur'd Heart, and double all my Woe? 
ott. Tas by jor Majeſty's — 
1 en.ñĩñé3xꝑ4 — What then, 
Did I inflame your Cheek,” or heave your Breaſt 
With all the Malice of a Fiend? Did I © 
With furious Action ſpirit ev'ry Limb, 
Or flaſh ſuch vengeful Glances from Your Eyes ? 
Nott.. F orgive, "dread | Queen, th unhappy Warmth. 
een. ĩ.';:ò ge dumb, 
P11 hear no more: Dear, miſerable Man ! 
How dreadful is thy Fate! begirt with Foes / 
And deſtitute of Friends / Deſpair ſcarce wrung 
The haſty Paſſion from my troubled: Bran, 
Ere a new Fury roſe t aug ment thy Ils, 
And haften on thy Fate! ſpeak, Syren, ek 
What has my Eſſex done to thee, Hat thou 
Shouldſt labour his Deſtruction? But be gone, 
1 Infection's in thy Look, and Death like thee 
| Looks horrible. [Exit Men, 
— ͤw— — She's gone, and Fm alone 3 
Alone, how dreadful is the Sound! let looſe 
To all the Pangs of diſappointed Love, 
And Rage, that᷑ knows no Bound; my ſhuddring Soul 
Stands frighted at her ſelf: O Nottingham | J 
Thy ill-tim'd Juſtice, indiſcreet Concern, 
Have wak*d a thouſand Woes, I'm all Confuſion ---- 
A Maze of Torment hurries thro? my Brain, | 
And i in Succeſſion bars th Approach of Peace. 
| — But ſhall a Queen, 
* A Sovereign, Itke a pining Girl, complain 2 
3 „Of broken Vows, and Injuries in Love? | 
« Forbid it Heav'n / no, rather let him die, 
1 With all his Charms, like a vile Traytor die, 
|| And, in his lateſt Hours, lament the Pride 
1 „That hurPd him headlong from a Throne.” 
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Enter 


Eur. of Bs5ex. | 31 


Evier Count. of Edle. 


Ah, my good Rutland, art thou come to eaſe 
My Cares, and ſhare the Trouble of my Hearts 11 
C. Eſex. If ere my Sovereign s Heart was = 
res, 
That my whole Life, and all my Pow'r could eaſe, 
With Joy, wich Tranſport, I'd begin the Toll, 
And think it Happineſs ſupream. 1 
Queen. — — Alas!” 
My Sorrow's deeply toored i in my Heart, 1 
And my and widens ev'ry Hour; T 3 


The Guilt of Ex, and . — adly ſave 5 
Him from his Fate; but ew'r an og 8. nerd | 


? ; 1 ⸗ 


To haſten on his Ruin; 9 5 his Wees 
Have loſt him ey? ry Friend; evn Nottingham, 
My boſom Faw'rite, urges on his Dom „ 
Aae i Juſtice to an injurd Realm. 
C. Ef. Les, hen the Great, the Wiſe, the Brave becghid, 
The Dread of vicious Stateſmen, or the Hate 
Of vengeful Courtiers, Juſtice is invok'd N 
To be the Tool of Malice, and Revenge. pa 
Queen. — But the whole Nation chile 
His Life, and loads him with Reproach; no Soul, 
But good Southampton, ſpeaks in his Behalf, 8 © 
The Charge is heinous, the Defence but weak, 5 
And, if I ſave him, what a long Diſ grace 
Will ſhade my future Name! lend me thy Atm - - 
I long t' unburthen all my Soul, a ſtrange 1 
Unuſual Weight hangs heavy at my Heart, 
And I grow ſick of Life. f 
C. Eſſex. + — O that kind Heav'n 
Would furniſh me with Words, ſo ſoftly ſweet, 
As might relieve your Woes, and give you Cauſe 
To bleſs your Rutland's Name | 
Queen. — Speak on, thy Voice 


Is Muſick, and thy Words ſteal gently on- 


My 


Enchanted hung with Pleaſure, on the Sound. | 


| 
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My Soul; of Ehe ſpeak, on him my Thought 
F 4 ever W be oak delights eh = 
With melancholy Pleaſure ; fure he's brave, 
And noble as the firſt of Men; e Pow'rs'! 
ha 10 this Fondneſs for a-virtuous, tho' 

His } 
C. Eſſex, . .. — No?tis Great, 

*Tis Godlike to forgive, but Eſex ſure TT 
Was never Guilty, never could offend 

So kind, ſo good a Queen; *tis Malice all, 

Tis Calumny that; taints his manly Deeds, 

And labours to ſubvert his Fame. bY 


 ww# 


geen. Speak on 

* ea Eee to bens, thee, fare; os 7 

y Soul mult ſympathize with mine, and both 
Indulge 3 : s ee 

C. Ee. With Joy x 
I plead for this unhappy Lord, with true, 
With genuine Pleaſure, undertake his Cauſe, _ 
Since Pm convine'd he's innocent; how offt 
Have I attended, while, to all the Court, I 
He dwelt upon your Praiſe ! remark d your Shape, 
Your Beauty, Wit, and all the various Charme 
That are a Nation's Gaze; with Raptures talk'd 
Of your Perfections, till the fleeting Hours 
Were waſted in the Tale, and ev'ry Ear = 


te, or wilh to fave him. 


 Qneey, ——— — But this 
Was only Talk, and Words oft proſtitute 
The Speaker's Soul, 1 
C. Eſex. — ——— But then his Actions prove 
His Praiſes all ſincere, and ratifß 8 
His Truth inviolable firm. Look back 
On all the various Wonders of his Life, 
His Years of Danger, and a Length of Toil; 
Examine all tne Hero as he ſtands, AP 
The Boaſt of Europe, and the Theme of Fame; 


And 
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And he'll appear, as ſuch a brave Man ſhould, 
Like a bright Sun of Glory, that adorns, + 
And lights, and comforts all the World below. 
Queen. Ah! you grow warm, my Rutland; but it ſuits 
My Thoughts, and he is all you ſay, and more; 
For in his Perſon —<——— 1 | 
C. Efſex. True his Perſon boaſts 
The utmoſt Graces of the humane Frame, 
The Pride, the Honour, of all humane Kind ! 
All ſweet, all lovely; yer ſeverely ſtern, 
And nobly. bold, when gen'rous Paſſion warms 
His manly Heart, and ſets his Soul on Fire; 
Love wantons in his Eye, and in his Smile 
The Graces revel ; Angels look like him, 
With Innocence and Beauty crown'd; all Hearts 
Are his: The Matron gazes with Delight 
O'er all his Form, and maiden Modeſty, 
In ſecret, bluſhes at his Name. 
Queen,. — She loſt! 
Far gone in Paſſion ! all her Soul's alarm'd, 
And ev'ry Faculty beats Time to her | 
Applauſe : Good Rutland ate thy Thoughts _ 
Gy own 
Flows all this Rapture from thy Heart? or feignl 
It ſuch a gen'rous Zeal in Eſſex* Cauſe, 
That he may live, and I preſerve my Peace? 
---- Alas ſhe loves him ! to Diſtraction loves him 
And a new Fury haunts me, hideous, black, 
And gloomy ; Jealouſy, with ſecret Sting, 
Sits preying on my Heart, and all within, 
Is Horror, and Diſtraction; here he comes, 
Oh now my Soul! be calm, and, like thy ſelf, 
Majeſticaly Great; attend his Plea, 
With Courage, like a Hero's, or a Saint's 
In Flames, 


” D Enter 


My Wounds with gentler Hand, nor aggravate 


34 The FAL L of the 
Enter Eſſex, Bur. Nott. South. Guards, Ec. 

Eſſex. Once more, my Royal Miſtreſs, I approach 

Your awful Preſence, and, with bended Knee, 

Acknowledge your Indulgence, thus renew'd. 

To ſee your Face again, array'd in Smiles; 

To breath your Grace, and juſtify my Deeds 

In open Day, and to my Sovereign's Ear, ; 

Was all I aſk'd of Heaven, the utmoſt Joy 

My luckleſs Fate could know ! by you the Bliſs 

Was giv'n, to you be all my Gratitude 

Confeſs'd, to you, my Guardian Pow'r in War! 


My gentle Saint in Peace! | 
Queen. My Lord! my Lord! 


Your Time's too precious for the idle Breath 8 * 

Of ſubtle Flatt'ry, and the Courtier's Art; 

Your Life depends upon your Innocence, 

And not the ſtudied Muſick of your Tongue. | 
Eſſex. Madam, you ſeem to ſcorn your Soldier's 

And trifle with his Fate; a Heart, like mine, [Plea, 

Diſdains to whiſper out unjuſt Applauſe, 

Or ſooth the Pow'r it hates; no not a Life, 


Should bribe me to ſuch Baſeneſs. Nature gives 


As noble Minds to ſome of low Degree 
As Kings themſelves can boaſt ; and when Contempt 
Inflames the Wretches Woe, he'll rouze his Soul 
T' aſſert her Dignity, and, in the Scale 
Of Virtue, ballance the proud Weight of Pow'r. 
Queen. Already you begin to rave, and boaſt 
Equality with Kings : Such Talk will ſcarce 
Excuſe your doubtful Deeds, or make the World 
Think favourably of your Crimes. 
. My Crimes! 
The World! Equality with Kings! the Queen's 
Reſolv'd to kindle Sorrow into Rage, 
And puniſh Rage with Death, or ſure ſhe'd touch 
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My Pain; you gave me Pow'r, Command, and ſent 
Me out your Delegate to War; advanc'd 


So high, endow'd with ſuch a large Controul 3 


thought my Prudence was my Law, myſelt 
Accountable to none, but you ; and, thus, 
22 a Looſe to Arms, and Death; © 
Or, by Leagues, and peaceful Methods, ſtrove 
To make ſure Conqueſt, and conclude the War. 
Queen. If then your Pow'r was ſo profuſely great 
Your Actions ſhould be like, and, ere you left 
The hoſtile Field, your Fame ſhou'd have been fix'd 
For ever ſure, by Victory and Peace. 205 
Eſſex. Begone to Heav*n Deſert! Succeſs henceforth 
T-rft crown the Hero's Toil, or elſe his Fame | 
Decays untimely, like a Woman's Love. 
You ask for Conqueſt, yet deny'd me Troops; 
You ask for Peace, and yet condemn my Right 
Of treating for that End; too weak for War, 
I labour'd for a Peace, and that's my Crime, 
My only Crime, the utmoſt of my 3 | 
Yet, would your Burleigh once have dar'd to march 
An harraſs'd Army, thin'd with frequent Fights, 
Tir'd, hungry, fainting with Diſeaſe, would he 
But once have dar'd to march with ſuch a Force, 
So weak, and Spiritleſs, t'attack an Hoſt _ 
Of Rebels, eager, haughty, bold; enclos'd 
With Woods, and mored round with ſteaming Lakes, 
Would he have dar'd the mighty Toil ? No, ſtruck 
With Horror, this Tongue-valiant Lord had fled 
Affrighted at the hideous Scene, and all 
This Silken Train, that court their Sovereign's Smile 
With Blandiſhments, and ev'ry ſordid Art, 
All, all had fled for Shelter to their Queen, 
And trembled underneath her Robe. 
Queen. Take care raſh Man! nor tempt my Grace 
Thy Fate hangs trembling on thy Lips, and yet I too far, 
Thou rageſt on, nor wilt regard the Voice 


That warns thee to beware; long have I ſtrove 
D 2 To 
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5 To whiſper Caution to thy Soul, in vain. 
_ =. Thy haughty Heart ſtill ſtruggles with its Pride 
1 And, by excuſing, doubles all thy Guilt. 
5 Waſt not ev'n thou the Cauſe of all theſe Woes? 
5 Was not thy Indolence, thy Fear, perhaps 

4 Thy Treachery, the Cauſe? if thou waſt Brave, 


| Or Faithful, early, as the Spring, thy Troops 
: Had took the Field, and, while the Summer Sun 
wo. Shone high, thou hadſt attack*d their hoſtile Lines, 


And forc'd a Conqueſt in the Front of Death, 
And all the Dangers of the War; not ſnun'd 
A Battle, or withheld thy Soldiers Warmth, 
5 Till ſickly Vapours, and depreſſing Want, 
3 Weigh'd down their ſprightly Hearts---I ſee thy Rage 
Boils upward ; but be ſilent, left thy rude, 
And inſolent Deportment rouſe that Pow'r 
In all its Wrath, thou haſt ſo oft deſpis'd. 
Eſſex. Silent! muſt I be tortur'd on the Rack, 
And not be ſuffer'd to diſcharge a Groan ? 
By Heav'n, no Pow'r, no Hope of Life, no Fear 
Of Death, ſhall rob me of my Liberty, 
Or ſeal my Lips when I am wrong'd ;: Here ſtands 
The curſed Cauſe of my Diſgrace ; *tis he 
N That dares to threaten in his Sovereign's Voice, 
And work out all the Paſſions of his Soul. 
1 Queen. Madman] thy Pride, thy Folly, and thy Rage 
Like a fierce Storm, will drive thee on thy Fate, 
Tho', at thine Ear, an Angel breath'd his Care, 
And warn'd thee to a Calm; once more reflect 
| On thy endanger'd State, and that 'tis I 
| Alone have labour'd to ſecure thy Life, 
ö And lengthen out thy Days: Go and be ſafe, 
4 Be thankful for the Boon; but leſt thy Soul 
Shou'd vaunt its Guilt, thine Honours thine Employ. -- 
Eſſex. Are yours, again, with Eaſe I can reſign them, 
Nor mourn the trifling Loſs ; the Air I breathe 
Is more than my Deſert it ſeems, tho* Fame 
Herſelf has vainly toil'd to ſound my Deeds, 


For 
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For Albion's Int'reſt, and her Sovereign's Fame. 
My Honours, my Employ, were dearly earn'd; 
While theſe curs'd Flatt'rers ſleep'd at eaſe 
Beneath my potent Guard, and fatten'd on 
My Blood; but let the ſilken, fawning Tribe 
Enjoy them, now I care not; far from hence 
P11 ſeek the Lybian Lion's Den, and die; 
Beneath an honourable Fo: 

South. — — My Lord------ 


Queen. Audacious Traytor / what deſpiſe my Grace! 


Eſſex. Traytor! ſtrike me with Thunder, Heav'n 


South. ——— My Lord, 
Once more be calm. | 1 
Eſſex. —— For I have liv'd too long. 


Traytor ! ſhow me a Man, Southampton, great 
In Arms, and glorious in the Field, who dares 


But think. me Traytor, that, with Juſtice, Strength, 


And Energy of Rage, I may defend 
My Name, and grave Revenge upon his Heart : 
A Traytor! Yes, for the Services beyond 
Compare, for Years of Hardſhip midſt the Din 
Of War, for Cares at Home, for Toils Abroad, 
For Wounds receiv*d, for Treaties made, and All, 
All, All the Woes that ſuch a Life can know ; 
But I depart; a Traytor ſhould not breathe 
Where Pow'r, and Juſtice make Abode. 

een. Let the rude Monſter rave; his Soul, and all 
His Faculties ſhall mourn my Favour loſt, 
And all the Bleſſings in my Pow'r to grant: 
Like Cain thou'lt wander thro* the World alone, 
Thy Pow'r, thy Friends, thy Reputation gone 
The Sword, and open Arms diſdain to give 
Thy Woes an End: Thy Curſe ſhall be to live 

[ Exeunt Queen, c. Manent Eſſex, Southampton. 


South, My Lord, what have you done? alas! this 


However noble, and however juſt, [Warmth, 
Will be our Bane; Burleigh, and Nottingham 
With eruel Smiles have liſten'd to your Rage, 
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And ev'n with Certainty foreſee your Dvom.. - 
| My Doom is welcome, and I'd rather die 
A thouſar® Deaths, than tamely bear ſuch Wrongs. 
South. My Lord! Iipleadinotwith-your Rage; away, 
Let's leave this barb*rqus Place, that gentler mn 
May mitigate theſe Tempelſts of the Soul, 
And teach us how to remedy: our Woes 
kt —— Ah. ib L re | rights let's * all 
— -—{Gourts; 10 — 
"Pheiofamnitig . falſe, — Habitants. 
Let's herd wich milder Monfters, : and abi 
In Deſarts waſte, wild, hideous, 
There Peace and Juſtice dwell, no ſecret Foes 
Willenvy our Retreat, or wiſh to dre 
Us to the World again----Oh my dear F riend! 
Would you ſeek Quiet hro the Maze of Life, 
Avoid Ambition; tis a dangerous Thing / 
Nor fondly court the Favours of a King. 
The Road to Grandeur is a Mountain's Brow, 
And Ruin roars a threat'ning Gulph below; 
While firmly thro? the rugged Path you tread 


A thouſand Flatt'rers lend their uſeleſs Aid: 


But when Misfortune leads your Steps aſtray, 


Death ends the Toll, and nder ſoars away. 


The End of the Third Acr. 


ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Burleigh and Nottingham. 


Nott. TO to us both my Lord; Eſer, our Hate, 
Our Envy, and our Dread, is fall'n at laſt; 
By his own Pride and Folly fall'n, and we 
Shall dance upon his Grave - But was ſuch mad, 
«© Ungovernable Paſſion ever ſeen? ſuch haſte 
« To Ruin, ſuch Diſdain of Life?“ *Tis ſtrange 
The Queen ſhould bear his Inſolence ſo long, 
Nor ſend him to the Tow*r, the fitteſt Den 
For ſuch a Monſter's Rage ra 

Bur. — Had you, or I, 
Or England's greateſt Lord, but half ſo much ky 
Provok' d her Wrath, this Doom had been our Lot 
Without Reprieve ; for, tho* the Queen's diſcreet 
In Management, ſhe's void of all Diſguiſe ; *- 
And, when her Power's withſtood, like a fierce Stream, 
Confin'd to narrow Bounds, fhe ſwells on high, 
And ruins all before her. | | 

Not, —— —— Right, my Lord, 
Nor had ev'n proud, imperious Eſſex ſcap*d, 
But that her Anger's ſoften'd by her Love, 
And her Heart bleeds with Pity to his Fate: 
But neither Pity, Love, nor Pow'r ſhall ſcreen 
Him from Revenge. | 

D 4 Bur. 
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Bur. Our Foe himſelf will furniſh out the Means, 


For he's too haughty to forgive Affronts, 


And ſullen meditates on every Deed 
That ſpeaks him Famous, Noble, Great, or Good : 
«© Theſe.he oppoſes to a Crown, and thinks 
« Himſelf Superiour ; his own Boſom holds 
« A Mine of Paſſion, which immediate fires, 
« And ſcatters every Virtue to the Wind.” 
---- Ev*n'now the quickeſt Senſe of injur'd Worth 
Has urg'd him on to Madneſs; at his Houſe 
Aſſembled all his Friends with Troops, and Arms, 
Preparing to aſſert his Cauſe, oblige J 
The Queen to re-enſtate him in her Grace, 
And ruin us for his Security. -------- ; 

Nett. ---- But vain their Hope, and their Attempts 
Submiſſion I had fear*d, but open Arms [were vain: 


Confirm'd his Curſe, and ratify'd his Fate. 


By Heav'n it joy'd me to the Soul to ſee 
This vaunted Minion humbled in the Duſt; 
To fee him vaniſh, as a falling Star, 
Extinct and loſt, who Comet- like had aw'd | 
The World; to ſee him ſtript of Honours, Pow*r, 
And Titles, who had graſp'd at all; his Eye 
1 with Rage, his Spirit vex'd with Pain, 

o Homage, no Submiſſion paid him as 
He mov'd along; no Welcome from the Wars, 
No Murmurs of Applauſe, but ſhun'd, abhor'd, 
And curs'd by all the World. — 


Bur. . But one Scene more 
Remains. X — | 
Nett. But one indeed, fly ſwift ye Hours 


To haſten my Revenge, and riſe ye Fiends! 

Ye Furies of the fierceſt Rage, ariſe 

And pour your utmoſt Horrors in my Heart, 

T hat Pity, Love, and every ſofter Thought 
May vaniſh, and give place to Cruelty, | 


- 


The Thirſt of Vengeance, and Deſire of Blood; 


+ That, when his Soul is tortur'd with the Dread 
| | «5 Of 
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«© Of Death, 1 may reproach him with my Wrongs, 


& Increaſe the Anguiſh of his Soul, and make 
« Ev'n his Deſtrudtion double all his Woes.” 


Enter the Queen, &c. 
Queen. — That ever Eſſer ſhou'd | 


Preſume t' attack the Throne, or hope to force 
His Sovereign to his Will, he'll dearly pay 
For ſuch unequal'd Inſolence, too late 
Neplore the Raſhneſs of his Deeds: Is he 
Secur'd, my Lord: A | 

Bur. — Ne is, moſt Grech ech. 
And all th* Aſſociates of his Crime. 

Queen. How ! could the. Traytor inſolently hoi 
The Nation would eſpouſe his Rebel Cauſe? 


Or fight to ſave him? 


Bur. So he vainly thought; 
For, in contemptible Attire, he toil'd 
Thro' every Street, and with his Followers begg'd 
The Pity of his Country men; infus'd 
Sedition in their eaſy Hearts, and arm dg | 
The Subject *gainſt his Prince; his Head was bare, 
And Sweat and Duſt obſcur'd his Manly Face ; 
His Form drew Pity, and ev'n Thouſands wept 
The Miſery they cou'd not cure: Sometimes 
With Heat and Paſſion he alarm'd their Fears, 
And made them jealous of their Sovereign's Power; 
And ſometimes ſu'd in humble Wiſe, produc'd 
His Wounds received in Battle, and rehears'd 
A long Account of Wonders he'd atchiev'd. 
Queen. A long Account indeed! for Eſſex oft 
Has ſerv'd his Country with his deareſt Blood 
What Pity *tis ſuch Merit ſhould be loft ! 
- But I break in upon thy Tale ---- 
Bur. —— — Fatiguꝰ'd 
With Toil of Body, and Diſeaſe of Mind, 
Unable to ſeduce your People from 


Their 
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M ly Doubts, and help me to reſolve { Exeuni Bur. &c. 
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Their Loyalty to ſuch a Queen, at laſt 
He to his Houſe retir'd again ; almoſt. 
Alone, forſaken of his Rebel Crew, and left 
A Victim to the Fury of your Guards, 
Who ſeiz'd him with his p riends diſdaining Fate, 
And haughty in the midſt of Woe ; no Arm 
Attempting to defend — nor no Eye 
Bewailing his Diſgrace. 

Queen. Alas! che ERS! 
How mournful is his Fate | How can thy Tongue 
Deliver ſuch a Tale, and thy hard Heart 


Not melt at ſuch Misfortunes ! all my Soul's 


dh with Tenderneſs, and I could weep 
For ever, that ſo brave a Man ſhould know 
Such Miſery --=----- Where is the Earl? 
Ur. —— ———— Amidſt 
Your Guards, till you command him to the Tow'r. 
Queen. The Tow'r! How can ſt thou mention that 


dire Place 
' That Scene of Horror that deteſted Houſe 
Of Sorrow and Deſpair/⸗ 
Bur. ———— is there alone 


He will. be ſafe, and ſuch.a Deed as this 
Demands a publick Juſtice ; Mercy ſues 
In vain where Treaſon is the Crime, 

Queen. = — Is't not enough that I 
Diſmiſs. him from the Court, from Offices 


Of Truſt, and all the Honours of his Name, 


But I myſt grow a Monſter ; and deſtroy 
The nobleſt _— all my. Realm can boaſt? - 
Bur. I don't inſiſt upon his Death; but ſure 
He ought to be canfin'd till Paſſion cools, 
And he repent of his enormous Crimes; 
Submiſſion may ſucceed, and you receive 
Him into Favour with a Grace again. 
Queen. Pm all Confuſion ! loſt in Agony ---- 
Leave me a Moment---- Nottingham will caſe 


But 
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— — — But how / 
* Nottingham, haſt — the Secret to cx 
Relieve a. troubled Heart, to mitigate 7 
A ſecret Woe, and reconcile my Fame, 
My Reaſan, and its cruel Laws with Love, 
And all the Fears fo ſoft a Paſſion can 
Inſpire ? | 

ott. Your Majeſty's too Wiſe to need 

The ſmall Experience I can boaſt, too much 
The Miſtreſs of your own Deſires to act 


Amiſs; beſickny + my honeſt ſimple Heart | 
Speaks Truth too freely for your Royal Ear, 
And renders me: obnoxious to your Hate. 
Queen. Good Nottingham, reproach me not 
With Injuries that were th'Effets ol Rage, 
Concern, and Love ; but open all 1 an, . 
And talk me to a Calm. 
Nott. — —— Madam you ve heard 
That Cecil urges, Cecil is your Friend, 
And {kyPd in all the Stateſman's Art; and thall 
I venture to adviſe where he has fad? 
Queen. What then art thou the dreadful Echo to 
His Voice? Wilt thou diſtract me with the Talk 
Of Priſons, and of Death? for ſurely: Death 
And Priſons are a-kin ; can Female Hearts 
Indulge ſuch a black Scene of. Cruelty, 
And ſtifle all the Pity of their Souls? 
Nott. *Tis not the Want of Pity, or a Thirſt 
Of Blood, no Hatred to the Earl, no Wiſh 
For his Deſtruction, that excite, or him, 
Or me to haſten ſuch a Doom; but true 
Concern, and Paſſion for our Sov 'reige? s Fame: 
Already Rumour whiſpers it abroad 
That the Queen languiſhes in Love ---- 
And Coats on Eſer Name; ſhould you remit 
Your Vengeance, all Mankind, with eaſy Heart, 
Would credit the ungrateful Tale, and make 
Your Flame the Subject of their Songs. 


Queen. 
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* Or would you deign to kindle ſuch a Hope 


« My People, and my Fame; was loſt in Love, 
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Queen. Good Heav'n' 

Relieve my troubled Heart, or I ſhall dye 

In Torment! ſure no Comfort dwells below; 

In vain I plead to hide a Fav'rite's Guilt, 

Or fave a Hero from his Fate; no Friend 

Appears to ſue in his behalf, or give bs 

The leaſt Excuſe for Mercy. Round me fwarm 

His Enemies, and with importunate 

Severity demand his Life; if Death 

Should be his Doom, what Joy, what Happineſs 

Can Being give? in vain would Royalty 

Amuſe my Cares; in vain would Grandeur ſpread 

Its Charms to ſooth, or quiet my eternal Grief, *' 
6 Nott. — Shou'd Eſex *ſcape 

ce The Puniſhment his Crimes demand, ſhou'd he 

« Again deſerve your Favour, - and again 

« Poſſeſs the Honours he has worn ſo long, 

« Would he preſume to court your Royal Bed ? 


« And make him Partner of your Throne? But grant 
« You ſhould enoble him ſo far, How world 
C The Rival Princes, who have vainly ſu'd 
« Your High Alliance, how would they reſent 
« An Union ſo inferior to their State? 
« Would not Revenge impell them ro invade 
« Your Realms, and Blood and Slaughter wait 
« Th” unhappy Vow ? 
* Deen. - Suppoſe they ſhou'd, my Fleets 
„My Armies ſhall ſupport my Love, and all 
„ Their Malice, like the Pride of Spain, bring on 
The Ruin of themſelves ----- 
4 Not. Then ſnou'd the Queen 
« Be happy in one ſingle Wiſh ; her State, 
«© Her People, Reputation, Virtue, all 
Are left to the rude Side of Chance; and Woe 
« And Death may triumph boundleſs, and at large. 
Queen. O Miſery! I'd forgot my Character, 


(„ In 
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« In Sorrow, in Deſire, and all the ſoft, | 
« The tender Languiſhings a wounded Heart 
« Can know ---- But will they ever dare, theſe Kings! 
« Theſe bold Invaders! will they ever dare 
« To force my Huſband from my Arms, or make 
« A Sovereign's Will depend on theirs ? 


« Nott. — If not, 
« Your People will themſelves diſdain to pay 
e Injurious Homage at a Subject's Feet, 
Or bow at his Command: An hundred Lords 
« As great as Eſſex, of as noble Blood, | 
« Adorn your- Court; and would they bend the Knee, 
« To Eſſex, or obey his Laws? Ah no! 
© Britanma*s Sons have elevated Souls | 
« Sublime, and daring ; ſcorn ſuch ſervile Awe, 
« And, to ſecure their Rights, will float this Land, 
«© Their native Land, with Blood 

Queen. —— Support me Heav'n 
« Aid me my Guardian Angel / Reaſon fails, 
« My. Senſes are the Slaves of Love, and round 
„My beating Heart unuſual Horror reigns 
« ...What muſt my Eſſex die, my Eſſex die? 
„Diſtracting Sound / he dies the Sacrifice 
« Of Honour, and the State; vnhappy Man! 
« I follow thee, down to the Grave I go, 
« And mingle with thy Duſt : My penſive Shade 
« Shall wait on thine, ſhall vindicate its Flame, 
And curſe alike the Fate that hurry'd thee 
Away untimely, while thy Glaſs had long 
«To run, and Youth, and Pleaſure, Hand in Hand, 
« Ev'n courted thee to live. 

Nott. He yet may live, 
Live long, and happy, but when Juſtice calls, 
A Sov*reign ſhould obey ; at leaſt a Shew 
Of Juſtice ſhou'd be made, that Kings may hold 
A Title to their Thrones ; and, ſhould the Pow'r 
A while detain this Fav'rite from the Court, 
From Liberty, and common Gaze, his Life 


At 
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At once may be ſecure, and you preſerve 
Your Fame, — | 
Buieen, — I yield, . T Notrin ham 1 yield = 
0 what you will, but ſave his Life: Yer beld! 
Tl bear him ere he goes, perhaps he'll bend 
His ſtubborn Soul t implore my Grace, excuſe 
His fancy*d Guilt, and prove his Innocence: 
Oh ! that he may, and I ſhall be at peace; 
For all my Rage is ebb'd away, I long 
To fave him, Mercy ſoftens ev'ry Thought, 
And Love will be obey'd Let him approach---- 
Without his Guards ---- For we will be alone. 
[Exit Nott. 
Deen. Soft, ſoft my Heart ! be quiet, gentle, calm 
My Boſom, and let all my Soul be ſtill. | 
Alas how vain the Wiſh / A thouſand. Tho ughts. 
All dark, confus'd and gloomy, cloud my Brain 1 
My Blood runs riot through. my Veins, each Pulſe 
Beats quick th' Alarms of Paſſion, and of Love; 
And Pain and Pleaſure flutter round my Heart. 
He comes ! he comes! greatly majeſtick ſtill, 
Tho' miſery has ſtung his Soul, and Death 
With all his Terrors hover'd in his View. 


Enter Eſſex. 


Amid this wild Diſtraction of my Thoughts, 
This Hurry of the Mind, your Majeſty 
Will Pardon what a Pris'ner ſpeaks, will ſpare 
To aggravate his Woes with cruel Scorn, 

Or new enkindled Rage: A thouſand Foes 
Have waited for my Soul, have urg'd me on 
To Ruin, with unmanly Wrongs : You, you 
Alone have been my Refuge, my Defence, 
Andall the Guard my Innocence can truſt : 

To you I bend in loweſt Gratitude, 

And bleſs your timely Grace. 


Queen. 
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Queen. Riſe, Eſſex riſe, 5 
I'm now grown cool, deſire to fave thee from 
Thine Enemies, and give thee Time to plead 
In thy Defence — 

Eſſex. You're wondrous good, and breathe 
Compaſſion ev'n to guilty Men; ar leaft 
Such heavenly Kindneſs lulls my ſtormy Soul, 
And I grow calm _ My Life is now 
Submitted to your Will, and, when you give 1 
Command, patient I mingle with the Dead, h 
Nor breathe a ſingle Murmur at my Doom. 

Queen. Are then your reaſonable Thoughts return'd? 

And dare I 3 with your Life? If ſo, 

Make haſte to uſe the preſent Hour, and urge 

The utmoſt in your on Excuſe, that I 

When Time ſhall ſerve, may plead in your behalf, | 
And make that Juſtice which your Foes would ſtile 1 
A Partial Lenity, and Favour il] --- A 

Deſerv'd.— — ee 

Eſſex. Madam the Dread of Death alone 
Gives me ſo little Pain, that I ſhould ſcarce ol 
Exchange a Sentence to prevent my Fate; | it 
No not the keeneſt Torments ſhou'd extort 
A ſingle Groan; bur, if I ſpeak, I ſpeak 
To clear my injur'd Name; to tell Mankind, 

That Honour, Virtue, were the End of all 

My Deeds ; that all the Errors of my Life 

Were human Frailty, not Deſign to wrong 

My Sov'reign, or tranſgreſs the Laws; that Pride 
Ambition, Malice have inflam'd my Foes, | 
And pav'd the Way to my Diſgrace. 

Queen. — — My Lord | 
Beware of Paſſion ; tis your only Crime, | 
| fear *twill haſten on your Ruin, tho” 
Ev'n I ſhou'd ſtand in your Defence; the Laws 
Are rigid, and your Enemies ſevere : EP 
Then lay reſtraint upon your fiery Soul, 
And learn to bear with Patience all the Ills 


' * 
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That now hang heavy on your Heart; leſt you 
Forget how dearly I regard your Life, 
How ſoon I have forgiv'n your Faults. - 

Eſſex. — Hard is 
The Taſk-your Grace enjoins, for who can bear. 
The Injuries of wicked Men, and not 
Give Fire to all the Paſſion of his Soul? 


Yet at my Queen's Command I drop my Rage, 


Grow tame and manageable, and, for once, 

Bow down ſubmiſſive to th Oppreſſor s Rod. 

— Vet ere I die 

I beg this Favour on my Knees, and hope 

Your Goodneſs will confiri rm my Pray” 0 
Queen. — My Lord, 

I grant whateꝰer you aſk, and ſhall r ay | | 

T* alleviate all your Woes ; wou'd gladly chaſe 

This Gloom away that overclouds your Soul, 

And open to your View an happier Scene 

Replete with Happineſs, and Fame, and Joy. 
Eſſex. Alas! I dream no more of Happineſs ; 

The World is full of Miſery, and Life 

A Round of Wretchedneſs and Pain; if Jo 

And Pleaſure were in Fate to give, no Hand 

But yours cou*d make the — Bounty mine; 

*Tis o' er, tis paſt, and all I now implore 

Is this; That good Southampton may eſcape 

His threatned Doom, for Truth, for Friendſhip's Sake; 

Nor e'er have Cauſe to curſe that Virtue, which 

Procur'd his Bane. That, when I die, the Stroke 

May not be giv*n amid a Nation's Gaze, 

Nor my laſt Moments be diſturb'd by their 

Inſulting Breath: No, I have liv'd in Fame, 

And let me die in Peace. To crown the Whole, 

Let. me intreat your Majeſty to ſpeak Ke 

Of Effex, as a Man forgiv'n, to ſay 

His Pride, his Follies are forgot, and grave 


His Pardon on his Tomb. 


Quan. 
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Shall be my Dm and, if ev'n Eſſex die, 1 ä 9 


His Death ſhall be as ſecret as his Thou ughts, 
And all his Frailties ſlumber with his Du 


Efee, Low on my Knees let me yg, my > Thanks," 


My Gratitude of Soul, and all che ſoft. 


The tender Sentiments ſuch Grace inſpires. . 2 | 

Now Eſhall think on Death as a Retreat 4 
From Cares, and Woes; a. rigid F gens har rowns | 
Out Benefits, and threats a Cure: May's Lite 
And Happineſs be yours, your Re 7515 longs; » 0 


Your Actions Glorious, and your Serene. 3'7 -:-/ 
May Fame foreyer ſound your Praiſe, the e 
Admire your Deeds: And now, Great Queen, 50 21 
[ov'd Preſence I retire, and patient lea: ::: ,.'* 


The Hopes of Life, and all its Joys behind. 


Queen. That Sound, my Lord, rings doleful in my i 
Perhaps we ne'er. ſhall meet again, and you * Z 1 
Divine aright---- Then ſure there's ſomething . 4 
To Services receiv*d, to Years.of Teil ©. 

Of Danger, in the rented Field My Lord, 

I long to ſave you from ſo hard a Fat, 
And juſtify your Fame: an Hero claims 
The utmoſt Favour from his Prince, deſerves 
The laſt Indulgence that the Laws can give. 

— Then take this Jewel, wear it for my Sake, 
And for your own ; return it when your . 
Require my Aid, and, by th* Immortal Pow'rs 
I Swear, to grant whatever you demand. ” | 

Eſſex. Amazing Goodneſs / how ſhall l expreſs of 
My Thankfulneſs! Oh how ſhall I atone. | | 
Th Affronts I've offer'd to your Rule? O let | 
Your Mercy blot them from your Heart, and think. | 
Repentant Eſſex, as a dying Man, | 
Sincerely mourns his Folly, and his Crimes, 

Queen. No more my Lord, you ſoften me too much, 

Perhaps I have done wrong, and Senſe of F ame 
May urge me to recall the forfeit Grace, 


E | Here 
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Here Guards] convey your Pris'ner to the Tow'r, 
And treat him as becomes his Character. | 

ö [Exeunt Eſſex, G. 


[Enter Counteſs of Eſſex. She kneels by the Queen 
weeping. After a Paulſe the Queen. 


What ails thee Rutland? What can be the Cauſe | 
That Toots thee to the Earth, and binds thy Tongue 
In filence? Speak from whence proceed theſe Tears? 
Why beats thy Heart ſo rudely, and what means 
This Violence of Grief? | 

C. er. Oh Eſſex, Eſſex! 

' Qzeen. What's Eſſex or his Fate to thee? Suppoſe 
He dies to morrow, haſt thou cauſe to grieve? 

C. Eſex. Alas too much: O do not mention Death, 
My Royal Miſtreſs, for when Eſſex dies, | 
Your Rutland follows to the Grave, and reſts 
Her cold Remains with his | 

Ducen, —————— Thy cold Remains 
Muſt reft with his / Amazement ! ſure thy Brain 
Is hurt, and Phrenſy with its monſtrous Brood 
Has baniſn'd Reaſon from her Throne. 

C. Effet, —————— Ah me! 
Diſtraction wou*d be Happineſs to what 

I feel, to what I ſuffer; Pangs like mine 

Eat their 'own Way thro” ev'ry Vein, and ſting 
My very Soul; Madneſs wou'd heal my Wounds, 
And ſooth the Anguiſh that torments my Heart. 

Qu. See how herEye-balls roll / how her Nerves work! 
She raves ! and talks ſhe knows not what! let's leave 
The melancholy Sight. O Heav*ns ſhe hangs 
Upon my Robe, ſhe graſps my Knees, ſhe's all 
Convuls'd, and Nature feels freſh Agonies 
Diſtorting ev'ry Limb. Good Rutland let 

Me leave thee till a gentler Hour ſhall bate 
This Fury of the dire Diſeaſe, and lull 
Thee into Calms. | 


C. Eſſex 


rk! 


Deterinin'd; and who guilcleſs.di 
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C. Eſer. rh Oh never, never thall 


know one comfortable Moment more, 


If youfforſake me in this terrible Diſtreſs; 
I _ — Mad, but Sorrow and Deſpair... 
Have ty 172 Tongue, and pierc'd me to the Heart: 
Jet I ber peak, will ſue my 1 Grace; 
Nor ever leave he Groung,: till ſhe relieve Nr 
My, Woes, and fave my Huſband's 4 95 ie. | 
He is (= {28 LY and a fingle Blow 
Deſtroys . both. „ 
Queen. eee ever b "yy 
Thy Huſband / Effes thi en 
Cee my === Ves, "Eſſex, He | 
Whom, Burleigh þ hates; and ſtudies to deſtroy, 


Who now is 1 to the Tow'r, whoſe Face” 13 


are join'd, and Heav'n 


Is mine, our, Hearts, our Hand: 
Has ratify'd the 1 

een. hut in vain, 
For Pl deſtroy you bothz thy. Huſband! arm 
Me good Heaven with Patience, Jeſt, all enrag'd, 
I ſhou'd forget my State, and give my ſelf _ 
The fatal Blow ---- Thy: Huſband ! fly, be gone, 
Nor let me view tar S n Face, or Il 
Grow mad, as thou, OY blot out all thy Charms. 
Thy Charms But thou haſt none, tis F ba Paint, 


Deluſion all; the Emblem of thy Soul / 


C. Eſſex. Tis Flatt'ry, Paint, DeluGonall; tis worſe, 
Ev'n worſe than you can think; I grant it all, 
And will endure che utmoſt of your Rage; 
But let my Eſſex ſcape ! O he is true, 
And conſtant, amiable, brave, and kind; 
He's all Perfection; O let him eſcape 
And I ſhall die in Peace. At his lov'd Name 
My Heart beats ſtrong, and, for his Sake, I dare 


The greateſt Ills of Life. ------ 
Queen. — The greateſt IIIs 


Of Life for ever be thy Lot! as ſure | 
E 2 They 


4 
| 
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They ſhall, fated to ſee thy Eſſex die, 
To hear the Wailing of 1. Soul, to ſhare 
The Pangs of his Remorſe, his Pride, and all 
The An iſh of his Heart, 
C. Effes, ———— a 
It will, it muſt be ſuch a Doom, Oh ſad, 
Oh lamentable View ! O Mercy +... ©.4. 1 
Good Heaw'n have Mercy, for there's none below. 
But muſt he die? muſt Eſex die? O hear 
My Sov'rezgn, hear the Sorrows of my Soul, 
And take ſome Pity on a Pain fo great 1 
Let but my Efe | live, —— | 
Queen. — What muſt bear | 
This Burthen to my der Will no one looſe 
Th' ungrateful Load, and force her Arms away? 
C. Eſex. Will you not hear me firſt? Will you not 
My Efex? Pity my Complaints? --- Alas! = [ſpare 
7 IJsbe is forced away. 
I am too weak for tlie rudẽ Hand o Pow'r, 
Too weak for fuch a Paſſion, impotent 
To fave fo great a Man - Then farewell Peace 
And meek Submiſſion 3 welcome Fury, Rage, 
And all the Train of diſappointed Love. 
On you juſt Heav'n miy pour its Curſes down, 
And rack your Heart tho? ſeated on a Throne 
May, loſt in Winds, diſperſe your ſlighted Pray'r, 
And gloom your Soul, like mine, with black Deſpair ; 
With fall its Terrors lo load your parting Breath, 
And blaſt your Hopes of Happineſs in Death. 
_ [Exeunt. 


The End of the Fourth Ac r. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
| } © 3 ! | | 


Qy EEN, Sat 2 


Nett. Adam ! may refume t'enquire why thus - 
ot Unknown, or d, you a ſeek this awful 
re 2 Place? 
y. This Houſe of Sorrow and of Guilt ? J cm you 

Deſcend from all the ſhining. Pomp of Courts 

To breathe a Priſon's Air, and deign to hear 

The Malefactor's Chain, nor dread the Blaſt 

Of Cenſure, and the Curſe 2 5 Tongues? 

veen. Are we alone? ---- Can no intruding Eye 

Dien us? no betraying Ear attend 

To our Diſcourſe? Let's hearken if no Noiſe, 

No Fooſtep follows ---- What a Groan was there! 
„ How long! how loud! tis Eſſex ſure, and hark? 

Again — tis he J *tis he'! he thinks oer all 

His Woes, in Pain, in Agony of Soul 
t. And mourns the galling n 

Nott. — 'Tis Effex then: 

That Charms you thus ingloriouſly aſtra 

From Majeſty, from Empire, and from Fame. 

You come, no doubt, a mournin Queen! to weep . 

A Pris'ner's Doom, to ſoften his —_— 

With Royal Pity, and aſſwage his Woes 
T With the long Series of ou own. 

3 


Arcen. 
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Queen, wn Forbear 
Good N forbear th* unk ind upbraiding -- — 
_ tho! fond Paſũion with its treach*'rous Train 
Of ſly Deceivers cling about my Heart, I ſcorn 
T* expoſe my Weakneſs, or indulge his Pride 
With ſuch a flatt'ring Tale --- 'Tis true [ long 
To fave him from the impending Stroke of Death 
And offer all the Mercy of, a Throne; 
But you nmſt five the Bluſhes of à 32 
And Woo him to intreat the Grace I wiſh 
So fondly to beſtow. 
Nott. EL hn Yes, that his proud, 
His ſwelling Heart may flight the protter'd Boon, 
And glory to have made th Endeavour vain, ,. 
When Juftice doom'd him and th aſſembled Peers 
Ev'n . him 3 kneel before 1 50 Throne, 
And ſupplicate ior, ife, he ſternly ſaid. - 
Diſondur 2 ung ung than Death, and, of. - 
J was juſt cen wig to ive. ” Fs 
= But gow perhaps the near roac ate 
H aw*d-his i Gupyora Mind, 39 ea 5 
Moreèe a PACE III 2.1 
Not. True, his fond, 
lis doating Naland may. ha de, ſopthꝰd bim FEE 
To Life, and, Shame at 1 and hell accept 
Your: Grace, on any Terms, malte her ha JPY. =- 
Queen. Lo make ag happy --- miſerable T. aun / 
The Mercy de e : 7 
Its Aid to I — all. 3 5 a Wretch 1 
Indeed! Why am [ ſtil'd A Queen? for * 5 
For Miſery alone. 2 it cannot be | 
Fly quick and urge him to be- friend himſelf, 
That 1 may 5 Plea to ſpeak his Pardon, 
And ſome 1 to: live in * again 
 [Exennt arne, 
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Back Scene Draws.: Eſſex ſolus. 


® »Tis not the Fear of Death, the Conſequence 
Of Guilt, or the dire Horrors of a State 
Unknown,, that cloud my Senſes, and diſturb 
The ſettled Temper of my Mind : No ſure 
My Innocence muſt waft my fleetin Foar 
To the bleſs d Regions of eternal oy 
--- But ' tis for Rutland, for Saut hampton Fate 
Igrieve, my Wife / my Friend! the deareſt Names / 
The nobleſt Paſſions Nature owns] ---- to lead 
So brave a Man to an untimely Grave, 
To hurl him into Ruin all at once, | 
Without a Pauſe to think on ſuch a Doom, £ 
*Tis horrible / tis horrible ! - O that 
My Soul could loſe all Memory of Thing 
From the firſt Moment of my Birth, and plunge | 
Into Oblivien's darkeſt Tide. --- My Wife _ -- 
O Miſery of Thought ! my. Wife's expos d 
To all the Vengeance that a wrathful Queen 
Can pour upon her tender Head; in Grief, 
In Wretchedneſs, in Horror, ſhe'll conſume 


Her blooming Days, and wither in her Prime: 


Muſt hear her Eſſex bled his Soul away 

With Infamy; muſt herd with Poverty, 

With Sorrow, and Deſpair ; mult linger out 

A tedious Life, oppreſs*'d with Trouble, ſtung 
With Pain, and ever wiſhing for her laſt, 

Her dying Hour: O what a Scene is this! 

Muſt this be Rutland's Fate? Confuſion ! Death! 
Amazement / ah my Brain turns round and all 


My Senſes die — | I[Ixts down. 


Enter Nottingham. 


Eſſex. ----- Good Heav'n ! the Guardian Pow'r ! 
E 4 The 


— 
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The Genius of my Life / bleſs'd Angel pure 
Intelligence Art thou deſcended from 
Above to eaſe a wretched Mortal's Care, . 

And warn him from the World? 

Nett. 57 Als my Lond. 
Your Sorrows ſeem to have diſturb*d your Brain: 
Know you not me: ?. that Nottingham whoſe Love 
You ſcorn'd, whoſe Perſon you deſpig'd ---- 

Eſſex. Forgive me, Madam, if my troubled Thoughts 
Were roving wide from Senſe; a thouſand IIIs 
Beſet me round, a thouſand Enemies 
Have waited for my Life; the Hour's at Hand 
When I ſhall be no more, my Pangs came thick 
Upon me, no Relief was near, and all 
My Soul was hurried thro! a. Wild of Woe. 

Nott. But, grant a Friend, a very faithful Friend, 
Should ſtudy to preſerve you, ſhould again 
Refſtore'yop to your Prince's Love, and rear 
Your Fame, and Virtue to their former Height. 

Eſſex. — — Alas / the lucklefs Soul 
Has no ſuch Friend; the flatt ring Train, that ſooth'd | 
His happier Days, vanith in Haſte away, 

When Sorrow, and Adverſity come on: v7 
Show me one Courtier that wauld waſte a Thought 
To fave a falling Patron, or, relieve - 

Greatneſs in Ruin ! No, like Inſects in 

« A Summers Sun they Tevel in his Beams, 

Till Winter ſheds his Snow, and ſtormy Days 
Approach, but then they hide their tim'rous Heads, 
« Or ſeek a warmer Clime. 

Nott. You're too ſevere, 
My Lord, yo've ſtill a Friend that ever toils 
To ſet you free, and makes your valu'd Life 
The utmoſt of her Care. 

Eſſex. — The Queen / What can 
The Queen ſtill ſmile upon her Efes ? ſtill 
Shed down Compaſſion on his Woes ? 


IS 


| Earl of Ex8 87 
Not. —_ _— 7 
The Queen, bur one who int'reſts all her Soul 
In your behalf,----Suppoſe *rwas Nottingham---- 
Would you accept the Favour from her Hands? 
Would you be grateful to me? ----ſpare my Shame ; 
And image out fs; reſt. \ 
Eſſex. = — O why la you 
Recal my Soul to Life ? why tempt me thus 
With gay Deluſions and fallacious Charms? 
You are too good to chear a dying Man, 
And I'm too Poor to cancel ſuch a Debt. 
My charming Rutland has engroſs'd me all, 
Lives in my Soul, and pants in ev'r Vein, . 
Or elſe, With real Thankfuineſs, d court 
The proffer'd Joy, nor throw a wee... * 
On all the Sex beſides. 


Not.. . Speak on, my Lord, | 
Your Voice ſtill charms me, thoꝰ it ſpeaks wy: hs: 
'Tis vain to plead, while Rutland has your Heart: 
'Tis vain to flatter my deluded Thought | 


With diſtant Views of airy Happineſs, 


I never, never muſt enjoy.-- | 

——— Yet if there's ought you vod 

Intreat the Queen to grant, a ſecret Truſt, ' _ 
Which ſcarce a Whiſper ſhould reveal, let me © 


Convey it to her Ear, and be the Means 


Of ſerving, in his laſt Diſtreſs, ſo dear, 
So brave a Man. , 

Eſſex. O you have rowz'd my Soul, I 
And waken'd all its Pow'rs ; there is but one 1 
My Life depends on the Succeſs · This Ring 


The Queen once gave me for my Guard againſt 


All Danger, and Diſtreſs, and, when reſtor'd, 
She vow'd to — me all my Hearts Deſire : 
Lo! on my Knees, I give it to your Charge, 
Imploring — for my Friend, and (if 


Her 


ö 
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Her Goodneſs can beſtow ſo large a Boon) 
For me,----But, above all, let Rutland be 
Reſtor'd to Grace, let Royal Pity. calm 
Her anxious Boſom, and relieve her Woes. 
Nett., With Joy, my Lord, I'll. execute my Charge, 
And in the Confidence of all your Wiſh, 


Give up _ Anguiſh, and forget your Woe 
| [Exit Note, 


Scene cloſes. 


Enter the — and N ottingham, , 


Queen. What ſays the Earl,my Nottingham: ? mis 
This Moment, all he hopes, and all he fears; 
Talks he of me, of Mercy? does he mourn 
His paſt Offences, and intreat my Grace? 

I muſt know all, my Friend, my Soul's alarm'd, 
And ev ry Paſſion longs for Utterance. 

Nort. Alas / your Majeſty but little thinks 
How ſtubborn is your Fav rite's Heart, how much 
He broods on his imagin d Wrongs, How much, 
How fond he muſes on his Rutland's Charms ; ; 
Sullen, and ſad he fits in mournful Mood, 

His down-caft Eye fix d gloomꝝy on the Ground, 
And alt his Paſſions ſtruggling for Command. 
He heard my Meſſage with diſdainful Mien, 
Then queſtion d if the Queen had ſent t inſult 
His Woes, and triumph in his Miſery: 

Nie, Ungrateful Wretch h! 

— If ſhe demands my Blood, 
From ev ry Vein it ſhall be pour d to flake 
Her favage Thirſt; tell her I dare to die 
Mithout a Groan, and ſcorn, to kneel, and ſue, 
And tremble for a Life ſo full of Wor, 
So little worthy of a ſingle Pray'r. 
Queen. And was this all? ſent he no Ring, no Claim 


Of promis d Pardon, or his Sovereign's Grace? 
N oltt. 


. 
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Nott. No, none at all. | 

Qugen. . Sure-thou art falſe as Hell, 
And haſt betray*d thy Truft : He could not die 
So obſtinate, with ſuch Contempt of Life. 

Mott. Tis Truth it ſelf; he ſent no Ring, no Claim 
Of Mercy, as IJ hope in Heav'n; indeed 
He begg d Southempton might be ſpar'd, and that. 
You'd pardon Rutland, mitigate her Woes, 
And make her Life, as happy as your own. 

Deen. Yes, Traitor! Yes, I'II mitigate her Woes, 
And thine, but as ye both deſerve: Within 
This Hour he dies, and. ſhe in vain ſhall mourn 
His Sorrows, and her .own.--- . 

— — Hope of Revenge 

Cures my ſick Soul, and ſpirits me a- new: 
Haſte, let him die, let Burleigh ſpeak his Fate, 
And lead him to his Doom. —- tis fit, tis juſt, 
The Wretch ſhould die who dar'd deſpiſe. my Grace z 
Who would prefer a Subject's Charms, and ſcorn, 
At once, a Sovereign, and her proffer'd Throne. 


Enter Burleigh, Officers, Guards, &c. 


Bur. Order the Pris'ner; here---Let Eſex now 
Attend on me, and bow his haughty Soul 
To mine: Time was when Hundreds made their Court 
To him, and, waiting all the live-long Day, 
With Rev'rence, and Submiſſion, breath'd his Name; 
StiPd him their Lord, courted his Smiles, and liv'd 
Upon his Favour z nay. ev'n I was ferc'd | 
To worſhip at this IdoP's Shrine, and own 
The Influence of his Pow'r : ----But now tis o'er, 
His Scale deſcends, and mine flies up to Heav'n; 
He firſt ſhall know the Change, ſhall know I ſpeak 
His Doom, and, with obſequious Cringe, bend down 
In Homage to my State as TI have done 
To his ---- But hold they come --- 

3 Enter 
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Emer Eſſex and Southampron . 4 


_ Burleigh Walks up and dow dj ſdainfully, not fen. 
| * to obferve them. | | 


17 Eſſer. — — - What Farce i is this? 

8 | What Tool of Pow'r is he who proudly ſtalks 

| In mimick Majeſty along? Who ſcorns 

i A Pris'ner's Voice, nor deigns a ſingle Glance 
19 : To one whom yeſter Sun beheld the Pride 
0 Of Fortune, and the Joy of Crowns ? 
1 Bur. — — Forbear 2 
(| Four idle Vaunts, tis Time for other Thoughts; 
i 7 Ts Place, theſe Guards, your Crimes hog warn 


11 [your Soul 
HE Tc 0 think on Death, on Death my Lord; How ſounds 
Win The Name of Death to ſuch an Par as yours? 

1 Eſſex. The Name of Death ! thou Dotard ! canſt thou 


| 18 | That Death will frighten me? No, in thine own [think 
i k Boſom, read the Fears that nightly ſhake 
8 Thy Coward Frame at ſuch an empty Sound : 
L tell thee, Stateſman / that in Death I ſeek 
79 Repoſe from Labour, a Relief from Pain, 
Hz A Guard from Malice, Villany, and al} 
1 | The. execrable Wiles of wicked Men. 
| 14 Hur. The Madman ! How he raves! yet heap m 
1 I pity. your Diſtreſs,” but am oblig*d [Lord, 
* To lead you to the Block ; this' very Hour 
You die; the Headſman waits to give the Blow: 
- ---- Within there, ----fee ! the fatal Scene prepar*d 
And every dreadful Circumſtance of Death 
With {10 much Juftice Yours. , 
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Back Scene drawing diſcovers the Executioner, \ 
the Scaffold bung with Black, &c. 


South. ——— Inſulting Wretch, 
To load the Dying with a double Weight 
Of Pain and Woe !---Inhuman Treatment! curgd 
Revenge! unhappy Man! --- ei 
Eſex . Forbear, my Friend 
Forbear, be calm, the Pomp of Death diſmays 
Not me, my Soul diſdains the View; let Slaves, 
Like Burleigb, tremble to reſign their Clay 
And launch into Eternity: 5 
— — We'll ſhame Mankind | 
From ſuch fantaſtick Fears: Thy Courage ſhall :! 
1 my Soul; my Conſtancy confirm A 
And ſtrengthen thine ; in Unity, in Love, ef T.-. 
In Friendſhip, we have liv*d, nor ſhall ev'n Death 
Divide us. 1c 10525 | { 
Bur. —— Hold, my Lord, the Queen reprieves 
Sonthampton, and you die alone. a 1 
South, —— rene — I ſcorn | £4 4 [ 
Her Mercy, *tis too late, unworthy her, - 
Unworthy me; no, let me die, as 1 
Have liv'd, with Honour, let my Soul depart 
With Company it loves, not linger here 
Repining at her Doom, abhorring Life, 
Lamenting thee, my Friend, expos'd to Cares, 
To Ills, to Sorrows, which my Death would cure. 
Eſſex. No, my Southampton, no, you muſt not die, 
You muſt not leave my Rutland all forlorn, 
O'erwhelm'd with Grief, and dying on my Hearſe ; 
For her lov'd ſake, for mine, accept of Life, 
Defend her from her Foes, be you her Guard, 
Her Brother, Husband, Friend; the Time will come 
When the dear Fruit of all our Joys will want 7 
A 


= on 1 
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A Father, want a Friend ; be you its F riend, 

Be you its Father, bleſs its tender Age, 

And if rough Manhood be its noble Lot, 

Form him Glory, and his Country's Good; 

Let him avoid a vicious Court, deſpiſe its Charms, 

Be fond of Virtue, Liberty, and Fame: 

And — if he mentions me, defend my Cauſe, 

Nor ler him think his Sire the Seandal 2. 

His Race. | 
South. O my dar Friend forbear this Talk, 

It foftens all the Man within me, how: | 

Can Tendure to breathe when you are fall'n, 

When you are dead? . -Aſſiſt me Heav*n'! Ty leſt 1 

Grow mad with Sorrow, and blaſpheme your Ibu 

But PII approve my ſelf a Friend indeed, 

PI live in Pain, in Torment to ſecue 

A laſting Quer co your Shade, morheed © 

The Voice of Scorn, th! inhuman Taunt that i 

Arraign my Soul of Cowardice; and Fear; 

In — to accept of Life, when you, - 

My Lord, when you are hurtied fom-the World. 
Eſſex. Oh! my Southampton, ſuch a Faith as yours 

Is rarely to be found; ſure you were form'd 

To be my Guardian Genius, to endear- 

Me to the World, and make me wiſh to live. 

Alas! I leave you, with Reluctance, leave ; | 

You to the World, amid the Vices of 

A barb'rous Age, and haſten to the Grave; 

Where dark Oblivion ſhall, with ſilent Hand, 

O'er-thade my. Woes, and cancel all my Wrongs. 
Baur. My Lord, you are remanded back; ſo take 


[/0 South. 
Your laſt Adieu at once, nor trifle Time 
Away. | 
South, What muſt we part ſo ſoon ? 
Effex. ——— , So ſoon |! 


Ere yet the Breath of Life is fled, while Thought, p 
| Ant 


ke 
th. 
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Aud Memory remain, while ev'ry Tye - 
Of ſtrong Affection, Friendſhip's 8 Paalag Charms, 
And firmeſt Gratitude inflames my Soul, 2 
Make ev'ry Moment dearer than the laſt, 

And urge my Paſſions to abhor that Fate 

Which ſeparates us for ever. 


South. No by land. 
We ſhall not part for ever, Heav'n ſhall ſee 
Our Souls united, and our Friendſhip burn 
Anew ; thro? all Eternity our Joys 
Shall latt, and double as it rolls You art 
Aſcend the unknown Path, quick I perſue | 
Your Footſteps to the Realm of Day; look down 
With on my Toils below, and, when 
The icy Hand of Death ſhall ſet me free, 
Be you the firſt to gratulate my Change, 
And ſpeak me Welcome to your Arms again. 
Eſſex. 2 then, farewell. 2 691 Enbract. 
S0 b.. e chen, farewell. — 
8 ¶ Exit. 


Enter Counteſs of Eſſex, and bens 2 


Efſex. — My Wife! 
Support me Heav'n, or I ſhall ſink beneath _ 
The Burthen of my Woes. Why art thou come, 

[ Embrace. 

oy Angel, to this hideous Place, this Den - 
O Me where ſweet Comfort never dwells, 
Nor Pleaſure deigns a Smile? Is it to view 
Thy deareſt Eher ſtruggling with his Pangs, 
And groaning on the Verge of Life, in all 
The Anguiſh that the Heart can feel? Or are 
Thy Charms to ſooth my melancholy Thoughts? 
And ſweeten ew 'n the Agonies of Death? 

C. Eſſex. The Queen, my Lord, has been ſo won@rons 
So Kind, ſo mercifully Kind, 4 indulge [Good 
My 


x 2 4 0. pe 


Ere yet the Breath of Life is fled, while Thought, | 
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AF ather, want a Friend ; be you its F riend, 
Be you its Father, bleſs its tender Age, 


And if rough Manhood be its noble Lot, 
Form him for Glory, and his Country's Good; 


Loet him avoid a vicious Court, deſpiſe its Charms, 


Be fond of Virtue, Liberty, and Fame: 
And if he mentions me, defend my . 
Nor let him think his Sire the Scandal WEN: : 
His Race. 

South. -O my dine Friend forbear thi Talk, 
It ſoſtens all the Man within me, ho- ; | 
Can Tendure to breathe when you are fall'n, | 
When you are dead ? Aſſiſt me Heav'n! leſt I 
Grow mad with Sorrow, and blaſpheme your Laws. 
But PII approve my ſelf a Friend deed, ._ + -- 
PII live in Pain, in Torment to ſecure ' (TOTS 
A laſting Quiet to your Shade, nor hee 
The Voice of Scorn, th' inhuman Taunt that will. 
Arraign my Soul of Cowardice, and F car, 
In deigning to accept of Life, when 


My Lord, when you are hurtied from the World. 


Eſſex. Oh! my Southampton, ſuch a Faith as yours 
Is rarely to be found; ſure you were form'd 
To be my Guardian Genius, to endear- 
Me to the World, and make me wiſh to live. 


Alas! I leave you, with Reluctance, leave 


You to the World, amid the Vices of 


A barb'rous Age, and haſten to the Grave ; 


Where dark Oblivion ſhall, with filent Hand, 
Ofer-thade my. Woes, and cancel all my Wrongs. - 
Baur. My Lord, you are remanded back; ſo take 


[/o South. 
Your laſt Adieu at once, nor trifle Time 
Away. 
South, = - W hat muſt we part ſo ſoon ? 
Ev. So ſoon 


And 


1 


nd 
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And Memory remain, while ev'ry ye 
Of ſtrong Affection, Friendſhip's pleaſing Charms, 
And firmeſt Gratitude inflames my Soul, eil 
Make ev'ry Moment dearer than the laſt, 

And urge my Paſſions to abhor that Fate 

Which ſeparates us for ever. £6 XY 
South. | No my Lord, 

We ſhall not part for ever, Heav'n ſhall ſee 

Our Souls united, and our Friendſhip burn 

Anew ; thro? all Eternity our Joys 3 

Shall laſt, and double as it rolls - Lou firſt 

Aſcend the unknown Path, quick I perſue | 

Your Footſteps to the Realm of Day; look down 

With Pity on my Toils below, and, when 

The icy Hand of Death ſhall ſet me free, 

Be you the firſt to gratulate my Change, 

And ſpeak me Welcome to your Arms again. 
Eſſex. Till then, farewell. [ Embrace. 
Soutb.— Till then, farewell. 


¶ Exit. 


Enter Counteſs of Eſſex, and Attendants. ©. 


Efſex. —— ſy Wife! 
Support me Heav'n, or I ſhall ſink beneath _ 
The Burthen of my Woes. Why art thou come, 

| | [ Embrace. 

5 Angel, to this hideous Place, this Den 
Of Mourning, where ſweet Comfort never dwells, 
Nor Pleaſure deigns a Smile? Is it to view 
Thy deareſt Eſex ſtruggling with his Pangs, 
And groaning on the Verge of Life, in all 
The Anguiſh that the Heart can feel? Or are 
Thy Charms to ſooth my melancholy Thoughts? 
And ſweeten ev'n the Agonies of Death? 5 

C. Eſſex. The Queen, my Lord, has been ſo wond'rous 
So Kind, ſo mercifully Kind, & indulge [Good 


— — 


— 2 the irkſome Load: Perhaps this Grace 


$. 


— 1 
1 pale, and meagre, Wretch. [ that a Steel / 
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My love-ſick Soul in liſt' ning to your Voice, 
In ſharing all your Woes, and ſtudying to 491 


Forebodes your Pardon, and our Lives ſhall yet 
Be bleſs'd with Love; with Happineſs, and Joy. 
Eſer. Alas! ſeeſt thou. not Burleigb there? Theſe 
uards! 


Yon Scene of Horror and of Death! Now talk 
Of Life, of Happineſs, and Joy. --- Oh Heav'ns .. 
She faints, /ſhe dies, the living AA: leaves | 
Her fading Cheek, and Death, all cold, has ſeiz d 
Upon her Heart: This is too much, too much, 
For Man to bear. Lead on, my F riends, lead on, 
Death will be Comfort now. But ſee l ſhe breathes, 
She lives, look up, my Fair, tis Efox ſpeaks, 
Look up, my Fair, awake to Life, and . 

My laſt, ſad Moments with chy Charms. 

C. Ele. —d 
J live again, again muſt feel the Pangs 
Of Sorrow, Wretchedneſs, Deſpair, and all 
The Miſeries they bring. But now kind Death, 

In pleafing Slumbers, , Gent lulPd my Woes, 

And, like an Angel, bleſs'd my 2 Methought 
His Voice was ſweet like — his Form as fair; 

I grew enamour'd of the Phantom, ftrain'd him cloſe, 
And, in his icy Arms, forgot the World, | 

And all I left behind. 

Eſſex. Kind Viſion! | 77 | 
Relief from Miſery, — Pain! Oh that like Peace 
May ever be your Lot; like Eaſineſs ; 
Of Soul indulge your future Hours, and, with 01 
Gay Footſtep lead you to the Grave. -—- H 

C. Eſſex. Talk not of Joy, and Pleaſure, they're no 
With you they die for ever : All my Joys pou 
Were fix'd on you, and you----I dare not thin 


— l cannot ſpeak . . your own fond Heart, le 
| c 


kk Ws om « —=« 
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The Pa $ of, part xd for ever Oh! | 
1 ho keen <n he Sm! . — 

I die: ror at £1 Yew Ja 'U | 
Conceal my;Sorrows,. | all my Grief 3 5 


he Plain will melt your — Soul, unman 
s Thoughts, my Brain hall buck before 

Pi heave 3 if 1c ſhould torture you 3+ N 
Stern — — ſeal my Eye: lid 1 
a” 0. ear betray my hidden Woe. 

970 give them — my. Love, we'll ne 
* Joys 3 tis the laſt time, [ Tears, 
And Grief 95 be indulg' d; 1 10 you Weak Breaſt 
Once ftifle ſtille its Complal nts, or - he's 
In Silence o'er your Woes, Ties would take wing, 
And fly away diſdainful of the Load. 
CG Efſex-.Q that it — 1 I wiſh to die: my Life 
Has been Scene of Pain Length of Woe ; 
1 wy to lay it down, den r's at Hand. 
FrOWs hang a Wei A Heart, 
The rave lies open, an the Wa Vay is wide; 


my Lord, will 4 nor the 
Rude d.of Pow: r diſturb them. 


Eſſex. — — — Now, tis no yx 
I feel the,worſ} I can, endure, the whole 
Amount gf Miſery and. Pain: Will you 
Then die che Sacrifice of Grief? Mult this. | 
Fair Frame reſigu its Beauties, and ſo oon " 
Adorn'a Grave? O 1 Thought! 
107 ou muſt li . my my Fair, that the dear Fruit 
uch 4 mutual, ſuch a faithful Love, 
May breathe the vital Air, may prove the Joy 
Of your declining Life, and juſtify 
His Father's Fame to future Years. --- And hark --- 
[They ſeem to talk apart. 
Bur. Curſe on this long Delay, this fooliſh Prate, 
his whining,Grief: That ever Woman ſhould 
\cquire ſo ſtrong a Rule: | Nan we're loſt, 


IL 


Buy curs'd Ambition fir d, I made my Claim 


* 6c Eſſex, my Love, my Soul, my Life, IS dead ; 5 
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If the Queen's wanton Will ſhould chang e, nor conld 
Ev'n Nottingham retrieve our 'ruin'd Cauſe.  —=[afide. 
My Lord, my Lord; you talk a tedious White, 
You tink not thar the Time draws near, that Power 
Muſt be obey CP. 

3 ve Monſter | I expe 
That Pow'r will be obey'd--Away --'tisTimei it mould. 
------ Farewell thou Miracle of Frutu, 

Of Virtue, Love, and ew'ry Charm, —Harevell. 
O my ſick Heart! again the faints! again 

She dies! graſps, like'a'linking Wretch, the Wave 
That diſappoints his Hold. Her Lips are chill'd, 
Her Cheek grows pale, and every Senfe is numb'd 
With Agony. 

Bur. Her Seriſes will return, 0 | 
My Lord----then take this Moment to depart, | 
Leſt waking ſhe renew her Plaints,' and run | 
Thro' all the Circuit of her Woes again. 

Ef. Let one Pang S mages and then-anc chen. tis pal 

[ifs ber 
Now, fond 6f Death, I quit this troubled Shore, 
Scorn the gay World, and court its Charms no more. 


To Wealth, to Honour, Flattery, and Fame; 
But, wiſe too late, lament with Tuitleſs Moan 
My Conſort widow'd, and my Friend undone: 
Diſtracting Thought! Ambition was my Bane, 
My Pangs are real, but my Joys were van. 
[Exit as to Execution, Bu rleigh following 
Scene N * 2 
« C. Eſſex. Alas f what have you done? Why anl. 
« To Miſery again? I ſhould have ſlept [I walel 1 
«« For ever, nor have dream'd of Sorrow more. 


[ 


« Of Angels with a ſwift Afcent, convey'd 
His ſmiling Ghoſt to Hear n; to me he wav'd * 


| 
I ſaw him die, and a bright heav'nly Guard 
| 


VE 


That Pleaſure to his Shade. ---- With dying Words 
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His Hand, I follow'd on the Wings of Love, 
And thro' a Length of , Happineſs and Joy, 
60 "Wa rov'd ſecure from Envy, free from, Pain. 

---- See there / on yonder golden Cloud his Form 
1 « Mazeſtick as in Life appears---- Again 
« He waves his Hand----I come, my Love, I come, 
« I fly to your Embrace----I have him here, . 
And we ſhall die no more.” ------, _ 


Enter Queen, Nottingham, TR 


Queen, — — Look | there ſhe lies, 
My Fair, my hated Rival lies ev'n loſt 

In Grief, and buried in Deſpair ---- Alas ! 

How guilty am I grown, to rack ſo kind, _ 

So true, ſo innocent an Heart! What Crime 

Was hers ? She knew no Treaſon All her Fault 
Was Love - Was Love, and that's my /n Good 


} 2 n, 
{What Horror gathers on my Soul ! How 

Þ tremble at my own Diſgrace ! - Aſſiſt _ 

Hier there----recall her fleeting Senſe, and rouze 

Nier from her Trance She wakes, ſhe moves, ſhe lives, 


Thou luckleſs fair One Beauty in Diftreſs! 

hou lovely Innocence / forgive thy Queen; 

Behold ſhe takes Thee to her Arms, and woos 

hee to her Love. 

C. Eſer.—Forbear, forbear to ſooth 

e with ſuch Sounds, for they have loſt their Charms 
ith Eſex vaniſh'd all my Senſe of] * z 

only hope to die upon his Um: =? 


Net ere I mingle my Remains with his, 


muſt obey his laſt Command, and 35 


e breath*d a Bleſſing on your Name, laid down 
is Life ſubmiſſive to your Will; yet wail'd 
\ broken Promiſe, and * Ring reſtor d 


* #7 
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In vain :--- To Notting bam upon his Knees | 
T'was giv'fi,. imploring Merey for his Friend, 
And for hmiſe}f---- but you, with eruel — | 
Forgot your Vew, I my Egon - Pra xr 5 
Am left to mDuH 

Quern. And b ts trut 2 O Heav'n! 
What miſenief Freachety has dene]! Fly ſwift 
To ſave him, fly with Angel's Wings, arreſt 
The Blow, and countermand his Dom. 


II fExeunt Officers, 


———— And now, 
Thou deareſt Patt'rier of the braveſt Man, 
Aſſiſt me to revenge thy Wroengs, and mine, 
To curſe this baſe, this Bart rous Wretch, Whoſe vile 
Inſinuating Arts have lur'd us on 5 
To Ruin: OY thou moniſtrous Wiekedneſs! 5 7 
17 e, nor Perd with Humane Kind; thy Breath's 
ction, and 4 thouſind Plagues art glane'd- 

From either 45 by 
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Queen.. Confuſion on 
Thy Voiee ! tis Death, tis Madneſs to my Ears; 
Go howl with Wolves; and make the Serpent's Den 


Thy Haut: Thy Rage, thy Subtlety are worſe 


Than either ; i. and may dhe greateſt Curſe, 
The Soul ean know, aten cher to the Verge | 
Of Life. — 

Noit. Since I muſt go, g content 
To Wilds; and Woods, an endleſs une 
To my torn: Heart a fierce Revenge was due, 
The Joy was mine, 1 leave the Pla to you; 
To you whoſe Souls an equal Flame could: prove, 


Tho” One Was bleſs d wich Pow'r, and one with Love 
2 1 


. e e ee 


” * 
1 17 


— 


& 


Enter Burleigh and Attendants beating in a Coffin 
"the Cope Bn. 


Queen. What Scene of Woe is this? What funeral 
n! Where is the Earl? ] ſent to ſave him, fure [Rites? 
He lives at my Command, and my = Fame f 
Will not be ſullied with ſo foul a ' | 
Bur. Alas / Tour Orders came. to late, the Blow 
.Was giv'n, and He no more - His laſt Remains 
Are here. — = * 
Queen. Curſe: on thy Raven Voice Is then 
My er dead? my Ordet:broke ? my Will 
ils. Deſpis'd? - O Raflend! Love and Pow'r ate vain - 


© Karl. of Ess Rx. 


C. Eſer, Knteling by the Coffin, and removing the Lid. 


This is thy Manſion, Death, and here my Lord's 
Deliver'd from his Woes --- How could you part 
Our tender Souls, ye Midifters of Fate? 
How could you ſting me with ſuch bitter Pangs, 
ret force me ſtill to live, to love, and mourn ? 
en ---- Perhaps he hears me, hovers o'er his Hearſe, 
And on the Breeze, ſtill whiſpers out his Flame: 
Delightful Thought! He hears me, Eſex hears 
And pities my Diſtreſs : Ah! I feel him, 
And his Touch is cold, he chills my Heart, 
And freezes all my Fratne. --- [nls down. 
Queen. — gear her away 
From this diſtracting Scene: How could ſt thou rack 
Her melancholy Soul wich ſuch a Sight? 
A Sight that ſtartles Nature, and diſtracts 
The Mind with Horror. 3 
Bur. —-— ITwas by your Command 
Twas done, or Nottingham abus'd my Zeal. 
Queen. Revengeful Wretch ! outrageous Fiend ! and 
Could*ſt Thou ſubmit to ſuck a cruel Deed? [Thou, 


-—-But 
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---- But ye are both alike, both join; d our Pow'rs 
To haften on his Fate, and both will ſhare _. 
The Vengeance due to ſuch a Crime.--- Let him 
Be buried as a Soldier ſhould, with Fame, 

With Honour; let his Actions be engrav'd . © 
Upon his Tomb, and let his Reliques fleep W « 
In Peace Had Pride neer fir d his gay Soul, 
Diſdaining Empire, and above Controul, 

He ſtill had livd, ſecure from hoſtile Rage, 

The Care of Heav- n, the Glory of his Age. , 
Had my fond Heart no ſoft Deluſions — 19 
I'd ſtill been happy tho* my Fav'rite's gone: 
For Virtuous Kings ſhould doom no fingle Cauſe 5 
By Paſſion's Dictates, but by Reaſon's Laws. 


I. Exeunt Omnts. 
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